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AGAGIA MUTUAL LIFE ASSOGIATION 


CHARTERED BY SPECIAL ACT OF CONGRESS MARCH 3,1869 


WASHINGTON, D. G. 


OFFICE OF THE PRESIDENT 


July 25, 1928 


Nobles: 


The service that ACACIA renders its members and the advantages it offers them 
in its low rates for insurance, are too well and too favorably know to re- 
quire elaboration. 


Now, however, the Association has conceived an entirely new service for its 
members -- a club for their use and benefit when they visit Washington. 


Within the shadow of the United States Capitol, ACACIA has erected a magnifi- 
cent Temple of Service. Here ACACIA has set-aside club rooms which take in 
a large part of the ground floor of this new building. Only an organization 
like ACACIA can provide a club home like this, where its members can-meet 
ona basis of equality, unity and friendship. 


When an ACACIAN comes to Washington -~ a short walk or ride will bring him 
to the ACACIA Club. Here he can meet his friends; receive mail, telegrams, 
and phone messages -~- have purchases made in Washington held during his stay. 


He and his family are privileged to make free and full use of the rest rooms, 
reading rooms, writing rooms, wash rooms, shower baths, maid and porter service, 
information bureau. Competent attendants will assist in obtaining hotel and 


pullman reservations, transportation, taxicab and sightseeing services, theatre 
tickets, etc. 


The ACACIA Club is for the use of the Association's manbers. It is here to 
Provide homelike headquarters when they cone to Washington and to “insure” 
that their visits will be more pleasant and enjoyable. There are no dues or 
fees. It is just a part of ACACIA Service, 


ee you are not already a member, you are cordially invited to visit the Club 
eadquarters when in Washington. Our booklet "What ACACIA Offers" explains 


the many privileges and advantages which membership in this Association makes 
possible. It will give me Great pleasure to send you a copy. 


Sincerely and fraternally, 


President 
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To the man who is 
So busy making a living 


that he has 


No time to make a fortune 





12 IS SAID that John D. Rocke- 
feller once startled a man who 
had recently joined his company by 
the blunt statement: “You mustn’t 
work so hard.” 

The man was amazed. He thought 
that the way to impress Mr. Rocke- 
feller and get ahead was to show 
that he was working hard. 

“Hire an assistant and teach him 
to do your work,” Mr. Rockefeller 
continued. “Then you put your feet 
on the desk and think up some new 
ways for the Standard Oil Company 
to make more money.” 


The trouble with most 
salaried men 


The trouble with most salaried men 
is that they are too close to their 
jobs. Often we hear it said, “This is 
an age of specialization. A man must 
keep working hard in some partic- 
ular line if he vants to succeed.” 
This is not strictly true. Specializa- 
tion and hard work will advance a 
man to a certain point. They may 
even make him a department head. 
But the specialist will seldom get 
farther than that. In order to win 
the large rewards of business, a man 
must have a broad knowledge of 
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business. He must know something 
about every department. 


Which way is business going? 

The trend in modern business is so 
Pronounced, so self-evident that it is 
remarkable that anybody can fail to 
see it. Yet millions of men do fail to 
see it. 
. What is the trend? It is definitely, 
irrevocably toward larger business 
units. Toward consolidations, mer- 
gers, great institutions. 

With larger business units, con- 
solidations and mergers, come bigger 
responsibilities, greater opportuni- 
ties—big jobs for big men. 

The challenge of modern business 
is clear. Here it is. Only 
men who know the prin- Wares 





the big jobs. Only men with vision 
can win to the top. 


45,787 Corporation Presidents 
have taken this Course 


To men of foresight, the Alexander 
Hamilton Institute has a message of 
thrilling interest. In the last nineteen 
years the Institute, thru its famous 
Modern Business Course and Serv- 
ice, has prepared over 358,000 men 
to take advantage of these rich op- 
portunities. 60% of these men are 
owners and officers of successful busi- 
nesses. 25% are department heads. 
15% are clerks and assistants. 


The fortunes of today and tomorrow are to 
be made in executive management. And they 
will be made by the men who have the knowl- 
edge that is in the Modern Business Course 
and Service. ' 


We have tried to state the facts just as we 
see them. If they have given you a clearer idea 
of what success in business today demands, 
we will gladly send you a very interesting and 
worthwhile book, now in its fourteenth print- 
ing. It contains valuable facts, interesting let- 
ters. It shows how you can work /ess and earn 
more. Use the coupon below. 


ee we ee ee 
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l Send me the new, revised edition of ‘Forging Ahead | 
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The BUSINESS MAN Looks at MATRIMONY 





increasing divorce rate. 


By Earl Chapin May 


HAT is at the core of so many mar- 
riage failures? Every authority on 
the subject has his own ideas about 
causes and about remedies for the 

Now the Business 


Man has turned his talents of analysis and 
organization to the vital matter. He will set 
his conclusions before you in Mr. May's lively 
article in the September Surine, ‘‘The Busi- 
ness Man Looks at Matrimony.”’ 
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“] never saw a man who looked 
With such a wistful eye 

Upon that little tent of blue 
That prisoners call the sky.” 


Ballad of Reading Gaol 


FREE—“The Story of Oscar Wilde” 


Read the truth about Oscar Wilde’s sensational career, and his imprisonment that 
shocked all England. This fascinating brochure is FREE, with our compliments, for a 
limited period. No obligation. Mail the coupon below 


HE outstanding literary figure of 

his time. The social idol in every 
capital of Europe. An _ intellectual 
genius whose epigrams captivated the 
most brilliant minds of two continents. 
His fame resounded to the ends of the 
earth. 

And then—disaster, disgrace, a no- 
toriously unfair trial, a felon’s cell. 
The favorite of fortune a target for 
the sneers and jeers of the mob! 

Oscar Wilde died with his name still 
under a cloud—but not before he had 
written “De Profundis’—that unfor- 
gettable cry of a tortured soul which 
has no counterpart in English litera- 
ture. 


Genius Unparalleled 


Yet “De Profundis” presents but 
one aspect of the Oscar Wilde’s re- 
markable genius. His novel “The 
Picture of Dorian Gray” was trans- 
lated into seventeen languages. Crowds 
surged to see his plays—one of which, 
“The Importance of Being Earnest,” 
is considered the best comedy in the 
English language. 

While sober Britons roared at his 
comedies, and Parisians were over- 
come by the beauty, passion and so- 
lemnity of ‘“Salome’—little children 
the world over delighted in his fairy 
tales, and philosophers pondered his 
profound and stirring essays. 


A Sensational Career 


Never was there such a versatile 
genius as Oscar Wilde, and certainly 
never in history a more’ sensational 
career. 

His case is parallel with that of Poe, 
De Maupassant, Rousseau, Coleridge, 
De Quincy, and many other great 
masters who lived within the shadows. 
Today Oscar Wilde ig immortal. His 
works are regarded by critics as the 
wittiest, most penetrating observations 
on life that have ever been written. 


A Connoisseurs’ Edition 


Since Oscar Wilde’s death there has 
been an insistent and ever increasing 
demand for his complete works. In 
order adequately to meet this demand 
for Wilde’s books among intelligent 
people, a new edition has been prepared 
that possesses two very unusual fea- 
tures. 

One is the distinguished company of 
famous men who have contributed in- 
troductions and fascinating reminis- 
cences of Wilde. Among them are: 
Richard Le Gallienne, Padraic Colum, 
John Drinkwater, Sir Johnston Forbes- 
Robertson, Coulson Kernahan, Michael 
Monahan, Walter Pater, John Cowper 
Powys, Edgar Saltus, Arthur Symons, 
and William Butler Yeats. 

The other outstanding feature is 
that it is a Connoisseurs’ Edition—a 
de luxe inscribed edition, If you be- 
come a patron, your name will be in- 
scribed on the title page of the first 


for your copy—NOW! 


volume. But instead of limiting the 
purchasers to a few people of wealth, 
the edition is a large one, and the cost » 
is about one-third of the usual price. 
Never before has it been possible to 
offer a real de luxe edition—at a price 
easily within the means of any book- 
lover, no matter what his income. 


Wilde’s Story —FREE 


May we send you this interesting 
book “The Story of Oscar Wilde”? 
It not only gives an insight into Wilde’s 
amazing career, which one writer has 
suggested was a case in real life of 
Jekyll and Hyde—it also explains in 
detail the nature of this beautiful Con- 
noisseurs’ Edition. To send for this 
free book entails absolutely no obliga- 
tion. No salesman will call on you. 
It will be left to your own inclination 
whether or not you wish to be associ- 
ated with this unusual enterprise. 
Simply send in the coupon and the 
book will be mailed to you immedi- 
ately. Wm. H. Wise & Company, 
Dept. 438, 50 West 47th St., New 
York, N. Y. 

Wm. H. Wise & Company, Dept. 438, 

50 West 47th St., New York, N. Y. 

brochure “he story of Ostar Wie, and the 
terms of your new Connoisseurs’ Edition. It is 


understood that this request places me under no 
obligation whatever. 


‘i What the 
















OSPITALS Are Doing 


The lead article this month is written by 
Ariel Cargo, R. N., Superintendent, St. Louis 
Unit, Shriners Hospitals for Crippled Children, 


Cer Hospitals for Crippled Chil- 
dren. How I wish I could make you 
see what this title really means! All of the 
joy and happiness back of those five inade- 
quate words. Not alone on account of the 
alleviation of the suffering, and twisted little 
limbs and bodies, and troubled minds, but 
also on account of the genuine atmosphere 
of gaiety that daily, yes, hourly, radiates 
from every nook and corner, It is indeed 
. like one vast and happy family. Sometimes, 
to the unaccustomed ear, it sounds like 
Bedlam let loose,” because of the varied 
foungs emanating from the wards. 
ut noises within reason are never curl 
here, since they arise from exuberant ance 
hood. “One hears player pianos (and often 
Pianos played by real little musicians -among 
the Patients) phonographs, and all sorts of 
small instruments, all going at once in the 
various’ wards. At one time we had a 
eae girls who owned ukuleles and 
4 elr own a i i 
creditable pO ccompaniment in a very 
Visitors are amazed at the iri 
friendly _competition and sauce ties 
abounds in an institution of this sort, For 
instance, the little ones in ward D have 
made crippled patients of their dolls, One 
is in bed in traction. Another has a brace 
on one leg, while a third is in a cast. Our 
children, being crippled, and among others 
similarly afflicted, think in terms of the 
crippled. But not in a spirit of resentment, 
It is merely a psychological reaction to the 
sai a 
é children are fortunate in havi 
Peppy, understanding and helpful teacneee 
At our Unit are two sympathetic and alert 
bedside teachers. One has formed clubs 
according to the wards, with such names as 
way Bee ae eo Ready C’s, the 
s, etc. i i 
tok ene e lettering corresponding 
One gracious and kindly teacher h: - 
trived a little device whet a child 
has a bed card, indicating the subject or 
subjects in which he or she is somewhat 
deficient. In this connection the children 
also use orthopedic hospital vernacular 
classifying their shortcomings thus: “crutches 
on reading,” “pins on arithmetic,” “braces 
on_ language,” “Hoke on history,” etc, 
Regular Student Councils have been 
formed in the wards of the older children 
the three clubs having nine officers in all. 


Ps themselves choose and plan their work, 


Jackson, a teacher. 


their bandages. 


HOW THE WORK IS PROGRESSING 


The following table is made up of 
the combined figures of all the fifteen 
Hospital Units for the month of 
May, 1928, and shows the extent of 
the work accomplished during that 
period: 


Number of new patients admitted 219 


Number of patients discharged— 
cured, or benefited...... 


Number of beds occupied by 
patients 


Number on waiting list 





making their study courses while here elec- 
tive. In another article I shall endeavor to 
tell you more of this work. It would take 
up an entire issue of the magazine to tell 
all of the witty sayings, clever doings, and 
the stories of gaiety and human interest 
that crowd in panoramic fashion the horizon 
of this Shriners Hospital for Crippled 
Children. 
* * * 

Miss Cargo adds that Miss Eva Lewis is 
the senior teacher, and that her colleague 
is Miss Carrie Jackson, and she speaks 
highly of both. 

The St. Louis children are blessed with 
several “uncles,” of whom Miss Cargo writes 
very appreciatively. There is J. J. Wuerten- 
baecher, treasurer of the 365 Club, each 
member of which gives one cent for every 
day in the year, which buys new shoes, 
little delicacies and other things dear to 


Caigh: Miss Ariel Cargo, 
en'l Supt. of St. Louis Hos 
pital and Miss Carrie B. 


(Left) A Corner of the sun 
parlor, where litele boys and 
girls play cheerfully despite 


CBelow) One of the sun- 
shiny wards of the Se. Louis 
Hospital for Crippled chil- 
dren, with some of the licele 
(was propped in their 
beds and others who are 
regaining the use of their 

limbs, standing about. 









Globe-Democrat 


the heart of childhood, Others are “Uncle 
Louie” (Louis P. Haller), “Uncle Jack” 
(John Sherman), and “Uncle Al” (Al Roth). 
All are Shriners, of course. 

“Uncle Louie” is the original neo-relative. 
It all began with his twice a week visits to 
the hospital, bringing the little ones pres- 
ents, playing messenger for them, and the 
like. Here is an example of the good deeds 
of the “uncles.” Noble Haller asked one 
girl what she expected for Christmas. She 
replied dolefully that “anyway, I won't get 
it.” The apple of her eye was a wrist 
watch, which most of the other girls had. 
He persuaded her to write a letter to Santa 
Claus, and it was forwarded to Shriners in 
Hinton, W. Va., as agents for Kris Kringle. 
The watch, and a handsome one at that, 
was on the child’s pillow Christmas morning. 

Balloons, dolls, picture books, balls, toys 
and candy are given to the patients. They 
have their own moving picture machine, for 
which the St. Louis Film Board of Trade 
furnishes reels every week, and chairs and 
even beds are wheeled out in order that 
their occupants may see the show. 

A swimming pool has recently been added 
to the equipment, and it is surprising how 
quickly the children learn to swim in spite 
of their handicaps. It has been found that 
this form of exercise materially aids their 
cure because it is a useful and pleasant way 
to learn muscle control. 

There is considerable manual training at 
the St. Louis institution. There are sewing 
classes for the girls, and the boys learn 
woodworking; so may the girls, too, if 
they are interested. Everything the chil- 
dren make belongs to them and may be 
taken to their [Continued on page 52] 
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CHARLES F. WORTHEN 





American Business Builders, Inc., 


Authorized Capital $500,000 


Dept. 4-AA, 18 East 18 St., New York. 


Send me—without cost or obligation—your free 
illustrated book, ‘How to Become a Real Estate 
Specialist.” 


And Made $8,500 in 


C. F. Worthen deserves success. 

When he read my ad in the Amer- 
ican Magazine, he was wise enough 
to answer it. 

He clipped the coupon. He got my 
free book. He enrolled for my course. 
He followed my instructions. Now 
he is out of the rut of routine work 
and poor pay. Now he has a splendid 
business of his own. Now he is mak- 
ing more money than he ever thought 
possible. 

If you want to do what Worthen 
did, send for this remarkable book of 
business opportunity. Learn the secret 
of his success. Use my money-making 
system. Begin at home. In your 
spare time. No capital—no experi- 
ence—no special ability needed. Start 
now. Free book tells how.- 


Success Without Capital, 
Experience or Education 


C. F. Worthen is not the only one I have 
put on the high road to real estate success. 

Hundreds of ambitious men and women 
—young and old—have followed my in- 
structions and are now reaping rich re- 
wards—in business for themselves—inde- 
pendent—prosperous—happy. 

Mrs. Evalynn Balster, a widowed Chi- 
cago school-teacher, with three children to 
support, made $5,500 her first deal, using 


$1,000 Reward 


We do not claim that all who follow our instructions 
make such amazing profits so quickly and so easily. 
But we do say that the fact that so many have done 
so is proof that the average person can make more 


money in less time our way than in any other way 
we know of. And we back up this statement with an 
offer of One Thousand Dollars in gold, to anyone 
furnishing proof of any other course of any kind that 
is helping as many men and women make as much 
money in as short a time as our Real Estate Course. 


AMERICAN BUSINESS BUILDERS, Inc. 








Own a new business of your own. Be a Real Es- 
tate Specialist. Begin now in your spare time. 
My new book, ‘giving full information and posi- 
tive proof of amazing success, mailed free. 


my amazingly successful real estate sales 
system. 
_ “Bill” Dakin, of Buffalo, N. Y., worked 
in a steel mill before he got his copy of 
this free book. Now he is a successful 
Real Estate Specialist, Owns his own 
business. Has a new automobile. Making 
more money than he ever dreamed he 
org. B 
. G. Baum, ill and discouraged, past 

50, lost his job as a bookkeeper. e Sent for 
my free book. Made $8,000 his first year 
in real estate. 

H. D. Van Houten, Passaic, N. J., for- 
merly a grocery clerk, got my free book, 
followed my advice, and did a gross busi- 


ness of over $100,000 his first year in real 
estate. 








See eee ee eee eee senses 


Mail This for Free Book! 





17 Weeks 


But I have no more room here to tell 
you about the many remarkable stories of 
amazing business success that are coming 
to me from readers of my free book. So, 
send for a copy of it today. Don’t be 
skeptical. Don’t say “It’s too good to be 
true.” Don’t cheat yourself. It costs 
nothing to learn the truth. So mail the 
coupon now! 


My Book Costs You 
Nothing 


If you had to pay $10 for this book, and 
take a whole day off to read it, it would 
pay you to do so. But you don’t have to 
do that. You get the book for nothing if 
you mail the coupon promptly. And you 
can read it in thirty minutes. And I guar- 
antee that you will find it the most fasci- 
nating book of business opportunity and 
business success you ever read. 

Get this book at once. Learn what it 
has done for others. Learn what it can do 
for you in the way of business success— 
independence—big earnings—cash profits. 

Others who have sent for this book have 
revolutionized their business lives—climbed 
out of the rut of obscurity—built substan- 
tial businesses of their own—made more 
money in a week or a month than they 
formerly made in a whole year of hard 
work. 

Perhaps this book will do as much for 
you. 

It costs you nothing to find out! Ad- 
dress me personally, President, AMERICAN 
Business Burpers, Inc., Dept. 52-8, 18 
East 18 St., New York. 





President, American Business Builders, Inc. 
(Authorized Capital, $500,000.00) 


Dept. 52-8, 18 East 18 St., New York. 


Please send me—without cost or obligation—a 
copy of your book which shows me how to get into 
real estate, without capital or experience, and make 
more money than I ever made before. 
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NOBLE THOMAS J. HOUSTON 
Medinah Temple 


Chicago, Ill. 
Nor and Imperial Sir Thomas J. 


Houston, the new Imperial Assistant 
Rabban, joined the Imperial Council 
in 1921, when at the sessions held in 
Des Moines he was elected Imperial 
Outer Guard. Three years before 
that he was Potentate of Medinah, 
famed as the biggest in Shrinedom. 
On January Ist, 1928, its member- 
ship was 22,931. 
oe. red 1a Rabban Houston’s blue lodge affili- 
ation is William B. Warren Lodge No. 209, He is in both the 
ork and Scottish Rite, holding memberships in York Chapter 
aaa ee Mes Tyrian Council No. 78 R. & S. M.; 
A.&A.S.R. andery No. 63, K. T.; Oriental Consistory, 
Noble Houston was born in Chicago on January 4th, 1877 
ue a married, with one daughter, aa rae at 3733 Sheridan 
ae : us was educated at the Chicago public and high schools, 
Schea. ark Military Academy and the Metropolitan Business 
, In public life he served three years as Superintendent of In- 
Civil S of the State of Illinois, and is ae President of the 
ui Service Commission of the City of Chicago. 
& Co mance is his business and he is president of T. J. Houston 
ria insurance adjusters, 175 West Jackson Boulevard. 
and arena in many business and financial institutions 
Food Pi Goa being a director of the Patterson Pure 
mresidehe ease a director of the Old Colony State Bank, 
$6,000 pak eG Medinah Athletic Club, which is building a 
Club, he Media cs member of the South Shore Country 
the Illinois Athletic ountry Club, the Chicago Yacht Club, 


Club, and the Lake Shore Athletic Club. 





NOBLE HAROLD N. RUST 
Irem Temple 
Wilkes-Barre, Pa. 


otentate Rust has been a Shriner 
thirty years. Judging by looks, he 
couldn’t have been much beyond the 
stipulated two score years and one 
when he received the Moslem test. 
To what extent he recoiled from the 
hot sands is not of record, but ‘it is 
significant that two years before he 
had gone into the electrical business, 
Sena still follows. 4 
. oble Rust graduated from the 
dis eee Institute of Technology with the degree of Bach- 
nerehis with Rie 1895. The following year he formed a part- 
continues unde y, Cents E. Shepherd, in Wilkes-Barre, which 
pany. T the name of the Shepherd-Rust Electric Com- 
Ree ne o graduation saw him entering the portals of 
Wilkes-Bar: ay oston, transferring the next year to No. 61 of 
liter ober vy re, of which he became Master in 1901. Four years 
Oth as made High Priest of Shekinah Chapter No. 182. 
Tee have been these: 
urice Illustrious Master, Mt. Horeb Council No. 34 in 1902; 
Beving as District Deputy in 1903-1904: Eminent Commander, 
Dieter Dee Commandery No, 45, K: T., 1904-5; appointed 
sylvania in BON Grand Master for the Grand Lodge of Penn- 
received th a and has served continuously since that time; 
in 1895 etl a Rite grades in Massachusetts Consistory 
1011: Sovereim ated with the Keystone Bodies in Scranton in 
Wise Master cf t pas of the Council in 1017-18, and Most 
BeseRa Te RE the Chapter of Rose Croix, 1921-22; at present 
in 1915 oa enant Commander of the Keystone Consistory; 
U made a 33° Mason in the Northern Jurisdiction. 
pon entering the Shrine in Wilkes-Barre Noble Rust 


promptly became Irem’s electrician, and later Director. In 


ae he was elected High Priest and Prophet, serving therein 











for ten years, then as Chief Rabban for four years. In 1915 he 
was the unanimous choice of the Divan for Potentate, but press- 
ing outside interests forced him to decline. 


NOBLE T. E. DOSS 
Kerbela Temple 
Knoxville, Tenn. 


Tea Doss lives and has his being 
in Erwin, Tennessee, but was the 
choice for Potentate of the 2000 
members of Kerbela, which is in 
Knoxville. His great personal in- 
terest is in the work for the crippled 
children in his State, to which ac- 
tivity he devotes as much attention 
as to his temple duties. 

Potentate Doss, who is chief clerk 
we of the traffic department of the 
Clinchfield Railroad, was born in Canton, Georgia, on June 
3rd, 1890, He became a Mason at the age of 25, and is Past 
Master of Johnson City (Tenn.) Lodge 486; Past High Priest, 
Thomas E. Matson Chapter, R.A.M., Johnson City; member 
of Erwin Council, R. & S.'M.; Malta Commandery, K. T., 
Erwin; Trinity Consistory No. 2, S. R., Nashville; Knoxville 
Court No. 57, R.O.J.; made K.C.C.H. by the Scottish Rite 
Supreme Council in Washington in 1927; received the Shrine 
in Kerbela in December, 1919, appointed 2nd Ceremonial 
Master three years later, and advanced in the line each year; 
Imperial Council Representative in 1924 and 1928; Secretary 
of the Johnson City Shrine Club, 1923-24-25-26. 

Noble Doss was chairman of Kerbela’s crippled children’s 
committee in 1925, and has been secretary for three years. 
This committee has investigated 400 cases of crippled chil- 
dren. Of this number 110 have been given hospital treatment 
and sent home. There are 33 others in hospitals now, and 27 
are on the waiting list to be admitted as soon as their turns 
are reached. Noble Doss is also Secretary of the Tennessee 
Society for Crippled Children. 





NOBLE E. BLAKE CURLETTE 
Al Azhar Temple 
Calgary, Alberta 


V \ estern pioneer, oil field operator, 
children’s hospital worker, and super- 
active citizen generally is Noble E. 
Blake Curlette, Potentate of the 
Nobility rendezvous which once was 
a wild and woolly town in the old- 
time Northwest Territory. For a 
long time now Calgary has been 
staid and peaceful, with a Board of 
Trade and a Kiwanis Club, and the 
; subject of this sketch moves about 
briskly as a leading member of both. 

Noble Curlette was born in Belleville, Ontario, on Feb- 
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ruary 14th, 1876, and thus became a sweet valentine. He 
went west to Calgary in 1900 and there four years later his 
eyes first beheld Masonic light. The next year he was exalted 
to the Royal Arch, and in 1906 he became a Knight Templar. 
In 1909 he was received into the Scottish Rite and later made 
a 32° Mason. 

His career in Shrinedom began with holding on to the 
rope in his pilgrimage across the desert in 1907, becoming a 
charter member of Al Azhar. After many years of very 
effective pacing of squads east and west he was elected cap- 
tain of the Patrol—1921-22. Being chosen for the Divan, he 
went through the chairs up to potehood in 1928. He is a 
Representative in the Imperial Council. 

Potentate Curlette is particularly interested in the Shrine 
kospital work. He has Alberta Oasis well lined up for the 
mobile unit in Winnipeg, ably assisted by Mrs. Curlette in her 
auxiliary work. 

Like many another Temple, Al Azhar has a debt. It is his 
ambition to wipe this off in his year on the throne, and in the 
words of Past Potentate P. D. McLaren, “when he starts out 
to do something it is done.” 


NOBLE GEORGE M. ARMOR 
Boumi Temple 
Baltimore, Md. 


On April 1st Boumi Temple ob- 
served its forty-fourth birthday, rank- 
ing as number eighteen of the 157 
temples. With George Armor as 
Potentate the Nobility was able to 
remark the passing of the day with 
the assurance that “all’s well on the 
Chesapeake.” 

Noble Armor served as Marshal of 
Boumi during the years 1922, 1923 
and 1924, member of the Executive 
Committee in 1923 and 1924, Chief Rabban in 1925, Poten- 
tate in 1926 and 1927 and chosen for a third term last Jan- 
uary. He is a Representative to the Imperial Council and has 
been since 1925. 

Masonically Noble Armor is a member of Baltimore Lodge 
No. 210, Baltimore Chapter No. 40, Monumental Commandery, 
Knights Templar and the Chesapeake Consistory, Valley of 
Baltimore, Scottish Rite. 

Noble Armor is vice-president of McCormick & Company, 
manufacturers chemists, importers of spices, teas and extracts, 
doing a national business. 

He served as president of Post “A” of the Maryland Divi- 
sion for two years and as State President of the Travelers 
Protective Association of America for two years; First Na- 
tional Vice-President for one year and for the last four years 
Chairman of the Board of Directors, Maryland Division, 
Travelers Protective Association; served as an officer of the 
Baltimore Drug Exchange, the Baltimore Association of Com- 
merce, and the American Spice Trade Association. 





NOBLE JOHN H. ATWOOD 
Abdallah Temple 
Leavenworth, Kans. 


Ps Imperial Potentate John Har- 
rison Atwood, noted for his participa- 
tion as an attorney in the Swope- 
Hyde murder trial, the famous John 
W. Hillman insurance case, and other 
causes célébres, maintains his main 
offices in Kansas City, Mo., where he 
practised for several years with 
United States Senator James A. Reed. 
Other partners in the past were the 
Hon. Robert Crozier and the Hon. 
Lucine Baker, both United States Senators for Kansas, and the 
Hon. William C. Hook, a Judge of the federal Court of Appeals. 

Noble Atwood, who presided over all of Shrinedom from June 
15th, 1899 to May 23rd, 1900, was born in Phillipston, Mass. 
on September 12th, 1860. He married Miss Nellie F. Wyman 
of Arlington and they have three married daughters. After 
graduating from the Harvard Law School in 1884 he took Horace 
Greeley’s advice, hung out his shingle in Leavenworth, Kansas, 
and two years later, at the age of 26, became County Attorney. 

He became prominent in Democratic party politics, being a 
candidate for Congress at the age of 32, delegate to four national 
conventions, Kansas member of the national committee, and in 
the campaign of 1908 chairman of the speakers’ bureau at West- 
ern headquarters. In 1908 he moved to Kansas City, Mo., and 
now heads the law firm of Atwood, Wickersham, Hill and 
Chilcott. 

In the aforementioned Swope-Hyde case Noble Atwood se- 
cured the only conviction. In the Hillman case he won a verdict 
for $60,000 for the widow after other lawyers had unsuccessfully 
handled it through six trials. He was attorney for the receivers 
of the Kansas Natural Gas Company, a $30,000,000 corpora- 
tion, throughout its reorganization. He organized the United 
Clay Products Corporation a $10,000,000 concern. 





NOBLE E. S. BARNARD 
Al Koran Temple 
Cleveland, Ohio 


Ghatedom has many prominent 
figures in the national sport, to 
which it now adds a bright particu- 
lar star in the name of Noble Ernest 
Sargent Barnard, the new president 
of the American League of Profes- 
sional Baseball Clubs. The head- 
quarters of the League being in 
Chicago, he has established his 
residence there for his term of three 
years, to which he was unanimously 
elected. sian 

Clean baseball and the elimination of unnecessary delays in 
the playing of American League games are his hobbies. 

Noble Barnard was born in West Columbia, W. Va., on 
July 17, 1874, but virtually all his life has been spent in 
Ohio. What could be more prophetic, since Ohio is the com- 
monwealth which furnishes so many presidents? 

He worked his way through Otterbein College, in Wester- 
ville, Ohio. There he coached baseball and football teams 
that generally won. The position of Sports Editor of the 
Columbus Dispatch later gave him a wider audience and fol- 
lowing. He also became a factor in business, and as secre- 
tary of the Columbus Builders Exchange he saved that organ- 
ization from dissolution. 

Also he became noted after a time as the savior of sick 
baseball leagues, and later was called to Cleveland to become 
secretary of the Cleveland Baseball Club. For doing good 
work in that job he was promoted to be general manager, then 
vice-president, and finally president, which post he held when 
appointed to succeed Ban Johnson as head of the American 
League. : es 

Noble Barnard is affiliated with Blendon Lodge, Baker 
Chapter, Cleveland Council, Allenby Commandery, and Lake 
Erie Consistory of the Scottish Rite. : 
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The Imperial Potentate’s Message 


COut of a dusty pigeon hole of memory comes the story of a great king. 
With everything that wealth and power could bring, he was yet very 
unhappy. He called into his court all the soothsayers, philosophers, 
magicians and alchemists and told them to earn their keep by telling him 
of something which would make him happy. 

CAfter a conference and a committee meeting or two they informed him 
that he could never be entirely happy until he wore the shirt of a per- 
fectly happy man. Then they retired, smiling behind their hands. 

(The king at once called in messengers, soldiers and courtiers and com- 
manded them to scour his kingdom until they found a perfectly happy 
man. They were to secure his shirt for the king to wear that he, too, 
might become perfectly happy. 

CSniffing a great reward, the messengers scattered in hot haste over the 
kingdom, hunting a perfectly happy man. They went first to the men of 
great wealth, but found to their dismay that money brought with it great 
anxiety. Wealthy men were never happy. They went to men of great 
power in the kingdom, men who had risen to high places. Here, too, they 
failed because great power brought with it great responsibility, so men 
in high places were never happy. Next they went to those who had 
achieved great fame only to be again disappointed. When grasped, fame 
is an empty bauble; famous men are never happy men. 

€In the middle class people they found unhappiness because they envied 
the rich, the great and the famous. They called on the poor to find that 
Poverty and want made them unhappy. From one end of the kingdom 
to the other they traveled. As one party returned disappointed to the 
castle, they heard a man in a nearby orchard laughing with glee. Look- 
Ing over the fence, they saw.a ragged chap rolling on the grass and laugh- 
ing at the antics of a pair of squirrels in the branches over his head. They 
called to him: 

CFellow, are you perfectly happy?” 

C Abeta: he replied. 

“Then come here! Our great and good king c: i 
ig has worn the shirt of an absolutely hata pa Grete ce 
at once.” 

CAt this the ragged one laughed so heartil: 
but rose and pointed to his naked chest, 
(He had no shirt! 


(True to the legend, happiness is the most sough i 
to the | F t after, th t 
there is in this world of dollar, fame and power chasing: Tees 
ye aeaty laugh in the heat bud on the face of his fellow men has 
one a deed as praise-worthy as if he had given f ink 
. the thirsty or clothing to the naked. 7 a eee 
[This is one of the great missions of the wonderful organizati 
rear, t x i 

resent. This is the strength and the success of the Mystic Shrine * 
Every Shrine Temple in North America is a broadcasting station for 
smiles and laughter. As your Imperial Potentate I beg every Noble not 
to wrap his smile in his fez when he comes home from a Ceremonial, Let 
the smiling face be as much the badge of a Shriner as is the crescent and 
Scimitar of the button we wear in the lapels of our coats. 


y that he was unable to speak 


Yours in the Faith, Es Selamu Aleikum 
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IMPERIAL POTENTATE 
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peechless.. 


AUGUST 12s. 


When a Few Words 


Would Have Made Me! 


T= annual banquet of our Association 


But now I can face the largest audience 


without a trace of stage fright 


real ability, which was hidden so long by 


—the biggest men in the industry pres- stage fright, is now recognized by everyone. 


_ent—and without a word of warning the I am asked to 
Chairman called on me to speak—and my 


mind went blank! 


I half rose from my seat, bowed awkwardly 
and mumbled, “I'm afraid you'll have to ex- 
” and dropped back in my chair. 
when a few words would have 
made me! The opportunity I had been wait- 


cuse me today, 
Speechless: 








ing for all my life—and I 
had thrown it away! If I 
could have made a simple 
little speech—giving my 
opinion of trade conditions in 
a concise, witty, interesting 
way, I know I would have 
been made for life! 

Always I had been a vic- 
tim of paralyzing stage 
fright. Because of my timid- 
ity, my diffidence, I was just 
a nobody, with no knack of 
impressing others — of put- 
ting myself across. No mat- 
ter how hard I worked, it all 
went for nothing—I could 
never win the big positions, 
the important offic mply 
because I was tongue-tied in 
public. 

And then like magic I dis- 
covered how to overcome 
my stage fright—and I was 
amazed to learn that I actu- 











ally had a natural gift for public speaking. 


What 20 Minutes a 
Day Will Show You 


How to talk before your club or lodge 
How to address board meetings 

How to propose and respond to toasts 
How to make a political speech 

How to tell entertaining stories 

How to make after-dinner speeches 
How to converse interestingly 

How to write better letters 

How to sell more goods 

How to train your memory 

How to enlarge your vocabulary 

How to overcome stage fright 

How to develop self-confidence 

How to acquire a winning personality 


How to strengthen your will-power and 
ambition 

How to become a clear accurate thinker 

How to develop your power of concentra- 
tion 

How to be the master of any situation 





banquets as a p 
This amazing training 
self-confident, aggressiy, 
satile conversation, 


the ability to speak so ea: 


conferences, luncheons and 


opular after-dinner speaker. 


has made me into a 







* 
* 

No matter what work you are now doing, 

nor what may be your station in life; no mat- 


ter how timid and self-con- 
Scious you now are when 
called upon to speak, you can 
quickly bring out your natu- 
ral ability and become a pow- 
erful speaker. Now, through 
an amazing new training, 
you can quickly shape your- 
Self into an outstanding, in- 
fluential speaker, able to 
e one man or five 
thousand. 


In 20 Minutes a Day 


This new method is so 
delightfully simple and easy 
that you cannot fail to pro- 
gress rapidly, Right from the 
start you will find that it is 
becoming easier and easier 
to express yourself. Thou- 
sands have proved that by 
spending only 20 minutes a 
day in the privacy of their 
own homes they can acquire 
and quickly that 














With the aid of a splendid new method, I 
rapidly developed this gift, until, in a ridicu- 
lously short time, I was able to face giant 
audiences—without a trace of stage fright! 

_ Today I am one of the biggest men in our 
industry. Scarcely a meeting er banquet is 
held without me being asked to speak. My 


they are amazed at the great improvement in 
themselves. 


Send for this Amazing Booklet 


This new method of training is fully de- 
scribed in a very interesting and informative 


booklet which is now being sent to everyone 
mailing the coupon below. This booklet is 
called How to Work Wonders with Words. 
In it you are told how this new, easy method 
will enable you to conquer stage fright, self- 
consciousness, timidity, bashfulness and fear. 
Not only men who have made millions but 
thousands of others, have sent for this booklet 
and are unstinting in their praise of it. You 
are told how you can bring out and develop 
your priceless “hidden knack’’—the natural 
gift within you—which will win for you ad- 
ement in position and salary, popularity, 
social standing, power and real success. You 
can obtain your copy absolutely free by send- 
ing the coupon. = 
















NORTH AMERICAN INSTITUTE 
3601 Michigan Ave., Dept. 122-C, Chicago 


4 


North American Institute 

3601 Michigan Ave., Dept. 122-C, Chicago 

E and without obligation my 
booklet, How to Work Won 


full information regarding 
ive Speak 











The CTORM. 


Cillustrations by 
Donald Teague 









CWhile the Elements 
and Life ttself clash 
2m violence around her a 
woman stands helplessly at bay 
—then FATE DECIDES 


best fn aaloy always gave one deliciously a 


ts. Armstrong had made the remark 
€ Police Commissioner for this up- 
in the short African twilight their 
ttled on the rough track up through 

Moreover, Mrs. Blundell herself 
ng had uttered this opinion also 


; : had enthusiastically endorsed it 
despite his concentrated Struggle with the bucking “flivver,” 


had jerked out ihat these three i 
years of marriage had made a 
new man of Jack Blundell. He was inclined to teat that com- 
ment now as he smiled.and shook hands with his unobtrusively 
good-looking, gentle-voiced hostess, Fair-haired and blue-eyed, 
something a little over thirty in the matter of age, neatly and 
tastefully dressed, she appeared distinctly pretty this evening. 
‘Always as fresh as paint, dear lady!” he said, with the breezy 
heartiness characteristic of him. “You must have some very 


special Secret recipe! Perhaps it’s a good conscience?” 


to her husband, th 
a Country district, as 
flivver” had bumped and ra’ 
the plantation to the house. 
was charming. Mrs. Armstro 
on the way up. Her husband 


Byers Britten 
moues | IN 


She smiled at him, her soft 
blue eyes lighting up. | 
“Perhaps it is, Major. Or 
perhaps just happiness. 
He looked quizzically down 
upon her from his gaunt and 


J 


Imposing six-foot-odd of height. 

“May be that,” he agreed. “May you long be happy, lady, 
as you deserve!” 

She smiled at him again (there was always a little touch of 
Sratitude in her smile; that was what made it so attractive, he 
thought), 

“Jack will be out in a moment,” she said. “I told the boy 
to serve the cocktails out here. It’s pleasant under the veranda 
after the heat of the day, I think.” r 

“Splendid!” said Major Armstrong as he stripped off his long 
dust-coat, handed it to the white-garbed negro servant silently 
mM attendance, revealing the dinner-jacket that was integral in 
the social code even of this sparsely inhabited section of the 
colony. “I’m afraid there’s a pretty bad storm brewing, though, 
he added. “Let’s hope it gives us a miss. Helen can’t abide 
storms.” 

Mrs. Armstrong smiled. 

“TI can’t abide these African storms,” she said. “They scaré 


fessed. 


me. And tonight I 
think it’s dreadfully 
oppressive. You know 
that awful feeling that 
something is going to happen?” She smiled nervously. 

Jack Blundell at that moment emerged from the doorway 
on to the veranda—a big burly fellow, somewhat of a rough 
diamond for all his public school and University (“rugger” had 
been his one contribution to the prestige of those academic in- 
stitutions). 

“Hallo, Armstrong!—Mrs. Armstrong—delighted to see you!” 
He shook hands with his two guests in warm cordiality. “Jolly 
good of you to make these twenty miles to come to us!” 

“Even risking a first-class article in the way of storms!” 
laughed Major Armstrong, ‘“—or I’m a Dutchman. I don’t want 
to catch it on the road back.” 

Blundell nodded. 

“If we do get anything of a storm, you're here for the night, 
my friends.” ’ 

The negro boy appeared with a salver of cocktails. 

“I must say you perform in style,” commented Armstrong, 
as he took one. ‘Silver salvers and all! A little different to the 
old rough-and-tumble days, J. B., what?” 

Blundell smiled. ; ae. 

“That’s Ruth.” he said. “She doesn’t believe in. living like 
pigs, and she’s right, by the Lord! I’m a new man since I mar- 
ried, Armstrong.” He put his arm affectionately round his wife’s 
waist as he spoke. “She'd make a docile angel out of a devil! 
Wouldn’t you, sweetheart?” 

She laughed softly and happily. ; 

“Hardly, Jack. But then you weren’t a devil—you were just 
a big blundering honest schoolboy, like you still are. And I 
never want you to grow up.” She laughed again, and then 






C'lran away from my hus- 
band's house with my cous- 
in, Evan Thompson, 
Mrs. Manwaring had con- 

“IT had no money, 

so I broke open my bus- 

band's desk and took all 
there was!" 


broke away from his embrace. 

Blundell lifted his glass. 

“Well, here’s love to every- 
body!—Not a little sip, sweet- 
heart?—No? I shall really have 
to find some hidden vice in you 
some day—this can’t go on!— . 
Cheerio, Mrs. Armstrong — 
hooray, Armstrong!” 

They drank to each other 
and the negro boy, at a gesture 
from Mrs. Blundell, brought a 
fresh supply. 

A gong boomed within the 

==. bungalow. = 

“Dinner!” said Mrs. Blun- 
dell, rising. “Come along, 
folks!. Good appetite!” 


They were in the drawing-room. The storm had 
been raging for more than two hours. The vehement 
roar of the torrentially released rain was a constant 
background for deafening, splitting crashes that seemed each 
like the world in collapse. Conversation was impossible. The 
two ladies—Mrs. Armstrong very white—sat with needlework 
in their hands; Mrs. Blundell smiling, exhibiting her own, doing 
her best to divert her friend’s attention from that terrifying 
violence of elements in tropical discharge. The two men sat 
and smoked their pipes, bawled a remark to each other every 
now and then. A 

“You won't get home tonight, my lad!” Blundell had to shout. 

“Sorry, J. B.!’” Armstrong smiled back at him. “I’m really 
afraid you're right. I shouldn’t like to trust that road. Too 
bad, though, to put you to that bother!” 

“Don’t apologize!” Blundell reassured 
him heartily. “It’s no trouble. We've all 
the domestic conveniences nowadays— 
haven’t we, sweetheart?” He exerted his 
voice yet more to make it heard across 
the room, gave his wife that smile of fond 
pride that was ever ready when he looked 
at her. 

Mrs. Blundell smiled back to him. 

“TI was just telling Mrs. Armstrong that 
they mustn’t think of going,” she said, in 
a slackening of the noise. 

At that moment the native boy ap- 
peared in the doorway. 

“Boss!” he said. ' 

Blundell looked round, beckoned him across. 

The negro bent down to him, spoke rapidly. 

The planter jumped up. : 

“Good Lord!” he exclaimed. “Excuse me for a moment, 
people. There’s some poor devil in a car got caught in the 
storm and thoroughly swamped.” 

He hurried out of the room. 

The storm slackened more and more at every moment. Con- 
versation became possible in the drawing-room and the three of 
them speculated as to the identity of the unfortunate traveler. 

“Another visitor for you to accommodate with a bed, Mrs. 
Blundell,” said Major Armstrong. “You will curse this storm!” 

“[’m grateful to it,” she replied. “It keeps you longer with 
us! But, if you will excuse me leaving you alone together for a 
moment, I really must go and tell those boys to make up a spare 
bed in Jack’s office.” ' ‘ 

She went out, leaving husband and wife together. 

“Darned good little woman, that!” remarked Armstrong, 
“Nothing puts her out. Always ready to do a kind action.” 

“She’s the sweetest thing!” commented Mrs. Armstrong ener- 
getically. “And she’s found just the right husband for her—or 
at any rate J. B. has found the right wife. He adores her!” 

“She adores him, too!” Armstrong was emphatic. ‘Not 
much doubt of that.” ; 

At that moment Blundell came into the room with his stray 
visitor—a dark-featured hugely-built bull-necked man. . 

“Let me introduce you,” he said. “This is Mr, Manwaring 
—Mrs. Armstrong—Major Armstrong, Commissioner of Police 
in these parts.” 

The newcomer bowed. 

“Tye just been thanking Mr. Blundell for his kindness,” he 


il 


said. His tone, to their selective 
“sahib.” He smiled under his blac 
out here. I was 


sent his car to meet me at f 
possible went wrong with the beastly thing. Finally we got 


ears, was not quite that of a 
k mustache. “I’m a stranger 
on my way to stay with a friend of mine. He 
ailhead this morning, and everything 


caught in the storm and we were absolutely swamped. Th 
a ( F ped. e 
eget who drove the car said the road would be washed away 
urther on and the only thing to do was to make Mr. Blundell's 
bungalow.” 

“All’s well that ends well,” smiled Blundell. “Now I gucss 
you could do with a drink.” He went across to the table, mixed 
a whisky and soda. 


His guest accepted it gratefully, st in hand in the 
middle of tle room. hides ahi 

Mrs. Blundell at that moment entered the room. 
_ “Let me introduce you to my wife,” Blundell said to his guest, 
in his voice that naively fond pride with which he always 
brought her forward. 
12 


The man turned round, stood staring. The glass of whisky 
dropped from his hand in a crash. 

Mrs. Blundell also stood staring, strangely white. 4 

There was a peculiar silence. Blundell glanced in bewildered 
astonishment from one to the other. 

The stranger turned abruptly to Major Armstrong. . 

“T think I understood you are the Commissioner of Police, 
Major? TI invite you to arrest this woman!” 

Blundell leaped forward. 

“What the devil do you mean—?” he began. : 

Mr. Manwaring stopped him with a gesture, continued to 
address the Commissioner of Police. 

“There is a Scotland Yard warrant out against her in her cor- 
rect name of Mrs. Ruth Manwaring. She is my wife.” 

The woman gasped, seemed as though about to faint. Blun- 
dell sprang and caught her in his arms. 

“Ruth! Ruth darling! Is this man mad?” 

She only gasped again, staring at the intruder. 





“JT am not in the least mad, Mr. Blundell,” said the stranger. 
“T have been looking for this woman for five years.” He 
switched again to Major Armstrong who had now risen to his 
full gaunt height. “I can give you a police handbill with her 
description.” He took a wallet from his breast-pocket, ex- 
tracted a folded piece of time-discolored paper, opened it, passed 
it to the Commissioner of Police. Major Armstrong glanced at 
it and frowned. “You see the charge? Robbery. You can 
now apparently add bigamy.” His voice was unpleasantly ex- 
ultant. 

Major Armstrong looked at him. . 

“But, my dear sir—” he began, expostulatingly, but the man 
interrupted. . 

“Unless you propose to shirk your plain duty, Major, you 
have no alternative. I lay definite information before you as 
the Commissioner of Police that this woman is wanted on a 
warrant she has evaded for five years. I request you as an 


(With the menacing figure of Manwaring 
standing over her but not daring to.in- 
terrupt, the woman went on—*' He beat 
me unmercifully and kept me a prisoner 
while he boasted of spending my money 

on other women!” 





officer of the law instantly to take this 
woman into custody.” 

Blundell spoke with his arms around her. 

“You liar!” he said. “Get out of my 
house!” 

“Steady, J. B.,”” Major Armstrong inter- 
posed. “I’m afraid this has become my 
province.” He turned to Manwaring. 
“Very good. As you say, I must accept 
your charge.” He addressed the half- 
fainting woman. “Mrs. Blundell—or Mrs. 
Manwaring, if that is your correct name— 
I hate to have to say this to you—but you 
must consider yourself formally under ar- 
rest. But understand this, Mr. Manwar- 
ing—I don’t admire your manners, sir!” 

“Oh, my dear!” gasped Mrs. Armstrong 
from her chair. “This is awful!—Jim!— 
Jim!—I’m sure she’s innocent! I’m 
sure—!” 

Blundell was gently depositing his wife 
upon the floor. She had fainted. He mut- 
tered to himself something about killing 
this swine directly he got a moment to at- 
tend to it. 

Major Armstrong glanced at him. J. B. 
could be dangerous. There was trouble 
enough, without an addition of violence. 
The rain was still coming down in torrents, 
though now no longer in so deafening a 
roar; plainly this unwelcome guest could 
not be turned out perhaps to be drowned 
in this black night of storm. He frowned. 
It was a most unpleasant business. His 
wife had also gone to Mrs. Blundell’s—or 
Mrs. Manwaring’s—assistance. 

Blundell bent over his wife. 

“Ruth!—Ruth darling! Speak to me!” 

Mrs. Armstrong dabbed from a glass of 
water upon the white face.. The eyes 
opened flutteringly, opened wide. 

“Jack!” 

He knelt and embraced her passionately. 

“Ruth! Ruth, sweetheart! Thank God, 
you’ve come round! Ruth!—tell me this 
man’s lying!” 

She half-raised herself in his arms. 

“It’s true, Jack.” 

He stared at her, stricken speechless; 
rose to his feet in horror. 

Manwaring laughed brutally. 

“Of course it’s true! She bolted with 








ati ok. 
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another man and took with her all she could lay hands on!—But 
I’ve run her to earth, as I swore I would—though it’s only a 
lucky chance!” os A 

Major Armstrong shot a glance of dislike at him, 

“Mrs.—er—Manwaring,” he said, ina kind tone. “When you 
feel better, I should like to ask you a few questions. Vou need 
not answer them unless you wish, of course.” 

She looked at him. ; 

“T feel better now, Major,” she answered. “I will answer 
anything you ask me.” She struggled to her feet, almost smiled 
to him despite the drawn whiteness of her face. 

The Commissioner of Police turned to Blundell. 
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“Can you provide me with a 
“D2 table and a sheet or two of paper, 
| J. B.?” he asked. 

Blundell glared at him from 

his misery. 
“T’ll have nothing to do with it!” he 
ejaculated, in a voice unlike his own. “I 
don’t understand any of this—but I’m 
sure this fellow’s a wrong ’un and before 
I’ve finished with him he’s going to pay 
for coming in here like this and—and 
smashing things up!” His voice almost 
broke. : 

Armstrong put his hand affectionately 
\ on his shoulder. 

“My dear fellow,” he said. “Don’t make 
things worse.” He looked into his 
friend’s eyes, significantly. “For your 
sake, for everybody’s sake, it will be just 
as well to hear at once the story of this 
lady you believed to be your wife. It is 
> a kindness to her. That little table will 
=“9t do if you will allow me to use it.” i 
f * He shifted it to a more convenient posi- 
tion, moved a chair up to it, and sat down. “Now a sheet or 
two of paper,” he added. 

‘You will find plenty in the drawer of the table, Major,” said 
Mrs. Manwaring. Her voice shook a little, despite her plain 
effort at control 


He extracted some, arranged it in front of him, took a pen 
from his pocket, smiled at her. 


“I think, Mrs. Manwaring, yo josed and 
comfortable if you took a Chote” ae koi 
She obeyed with docility, seated herself near the table. 
Mrs. Manwaring,” he glanced at her features as though in 
comparison with the printed details of the police handbill, “your 
description has been circulated on the charge that on the night 
of the 15th December, 1921, you, in company with a certain 
Evan Thompson, also wanted on the charge, did forcibly open 
a piece of furniture the property of your husband Henry Man- 
waring, abstract from it currency to the value of eighty-five 
psunds, and abscond therewith, Do you answer to that charge?” 





“¥ do.” She replied in quiet di idi 
. plied in quiet distress, avoiding even a glance 
at Blundell who stood in an evident agony. 
Major Armstrong rapidly wrote a few words. .He looked up 


to fer again, became impressive, 

Now, Mrs. Manwaring, it is my duty to warn you, clearly 
and solemnly, that any statement you may make may be used 
in evidence against you. You have a perfect right to refuse to 
answer any question that I may ask you.” 

She moistened her lips. 

‘I would prefer to make a statement,” she said. 

Very good. I will take it down in your own words and.after- 
ward you can sign it if you find it correct.” 

Her pale face was pathetic. 

It is quite true. On the night you say—on the 15th Decem- 
ber, 1921—T ran away from my husband’s house with my cousin, 
Evan Thompson. I had no money, and I broke open my hus- 
band’s desk, where I knew he kept some, and took all there was.” 

Armstrong frowned. 

It is my duty to ask you this question, Mrs. Manwaring, but 
you need not answer it unless you wish. Where is your accom- 
plice—this Evan Thompson—now?” 

A spasm passed over her face. 

He is dead,” she said. “He was run 
over and killed that night—after he had put 
me into a hotel.” 

Armstrong glanced sharply at her, his 
gaunt face serious, 

“Were you not aware, Mrs. Manwaring, 
that legally it was robbery to take your 
husband's money and go away with it, as .-- 
you admit doing?” vie 

_E thought I was entitled to it,” she re- 
plied, a little faintly. “It was really my 
own. 

“Your own?” Major Armstrong was 
plainly surprised. “Would you like to ex- 
plain why you considered it your own?” 

When I married, I had a hundred and 
fifty thousand pounds. I made it over to 
my husband.” 
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“Tt was my money she took! She can’t get away from that!” 
interjected Manwaring. “Legally mine!” 

The Commissioner of Police ignored him. 

“How old were you, Mrs. Manwaring, when you married?” 

“Twenty-one.” 

“And you made over all your property to your husband?” 

“Yes. He persuaded me to sign a document—it was very 
complicated—I did not understand it—I thought it was merely 
to help him in his business affairs at the moment—it was not 
until afterward that I discovered what I had done.” She spoke 
passionlessly as though this matter of money were of no moment. 

“And you had no friends—no parents—to advise you?” 

“T was an orphan. My mother died when I was a child. My 
father died just before I married. I had no friends. My father 
was an invalid and I looked after him. Nobody but—my hus- 
band,” she boggled a little over the word, “ever came to the 
house. I think he had some hold over my father.” 

“H’m!” Major Armstrong looked grim. “So you thought you 
were entitled to money that was really your own?” 4 

“Yes. My husband had none at all. I found out afterward 
ae he was a recently discharged bankrupt when I married 

ma 

Manwaring shuffled nervously. 

“T should like to say—!” he began. 

The Commissioner of Police held up his hand for silence. 

“And why did you wish to leave your husband?” 

“He beat me unmercifully and kept me a prisoner in the 
house while he boasted of spending my money on other women.” 

“The brute!” muttered Blundell. “T’ll have a few words with 
him presently!” 

Manwaring again pushed forward. 

“Look here!” he exclaimed. “I protest against all this non- 
sense. It’s not my character you’re supposed to be investigat- 
ing! All you have to do, Mr. Policeman, is to hand this woman 
over to the home authorities to stand her trial!” 

The Commissioner of Police turned upon him. 

“Please be silent, Mr. Manwaring. I'am interrogating an ac- 
cused person. Interrupt again, and I take you into custody for 
disturbing the processes of the law! 

“Now, Mrs. Manwaring, for how long did you have to com- 
plain of this treatment?” 

“For the whole time of my marriage.” 

“Indeed.” Major Armstrong’s voice was sympathetic. “And 
who was this Evan Thompson?” 2 

“My cousin. He was only a boy, and I hadn’t seen him since 
he was a child. He came back from abroad, and traced me. My 
husband was away when he called. He—he found me with 
bruises on my face, and I told him everything. He said he would 
find a safe quiet place for me while he consulted a lawyer about 
getting me a divorce. I was in terror of my husband, and 
agreed. He had only a very little money—as I told you, he was 
only a boy—and so I went to my husband’s desk, broke it open, 
and took what I could find. We went to London together, and 
he found a respectable small hotel for me—” she swallowed. “I 
have told you what happened to him. They did not identify him 
—but I recognized the description in the papers. I was too ter- 
tified of my husband’s finding me to say anything to anybody. 

“I changed my name and got a job as a waitress in a teashop. 
I was there for more than a year. One day Jack came in. I 

served him and he spoke to me. He 

came again, often. He told me he 
was home on leave from East Africa 
and asked me to marry him. It seemed 
deliverance, and—and,” she checked, 
painfully, “I could not help loving 
him. I said I was a widow. We were 
married at a Registry Office. We 

_came out here, and I thought, I 

prayed, that I should never see or 
hear of my first husband any more. 

“And that is all your statement, 
Mrs. Manwaring?” 

“That is all.” ‘ 

“My poor darling!” exclaimed 
Blundell. He almost ran across to 

her, put his arms round her, kissed 

her fondly. “And you shall never get 
into that scoundrel’s hands again, if 
I know it!” 

“Thank God!” said Mrs. Arm- 
strong, fervently. She smiled grate- 














fully to her husband. ‘And now, Jim, now that 
we know exactly what happened—you can tell 
her that she can’t be arrested on this mon- 
strous charge!” 

Major Armstrong frowned. 

“Unfortunately, that is just what I can’t do,” 
he said. “Mrs. Manwaring is technically liable 
to the charge of robbery. A warrant is in exist- 
ence against her. It has been brought to my 
notice as a police officer. I have no option but 
to take her into custody and hand her over to the au- 
thorities to stand her trial. And I fear the charge of 
bigamy must be added to the charge against her.” 

“Jim!” Mrs. Armstrong was horrified. 

“Look here, Armstrong!” exclaimed Blundell. “Do 
you mean to tell me this scoundrel,” he glanced at 
Manwaring-standing with an evil look of satisfaction 
on his gross features, “has the right to come here and 
smash up our home, to send his wretched victim into 
the dock to be disgraced by a public trial?” 

“Unfortunately, I do mean it,” replied Armstrong. “There is 
no alternative. I must send her down the railway tomorrow.” 

“You have quite completed your official investigations?” 

“So far as Mrs. Manwaring is concerned—Yes.” 

Blundell stripped off his dinner-jacket. 

_ “Then, Mr. Manwaring; I am now going to give you the hid- 
ing of your life!” 

The big man shrank back. 

“Major Armstrong!” he exclaimed. “I put myself under 
police protection!” 

“All right,” said Blundell. ‘I’ll answer to the charge of assault 
and battery! They can send Ruth and me down the line to- 
gether!” 

With the last word, his fist shot out, straight to the man’s 
jaw. Manwaring went down like a log, striking his head against 
the grand piano as he fell. ’ ; 

“Get up, you brute!” Blundell stood over him, grimly savage, 
his fists clenched. But the man did not move. “Get up—or 
T'll get a sjambok to you!” 

Armstrong pushed him aside sharply, knelt down to the bulky 
outstretched figure, felt over it with expert hands. He looked up 
with a white and startled face. 

“He’s dead!” 

Mrs. Armstrong uttered a shrill little scream: “Jim!” 

Blundell stared down at the body as if dazed. 

“Good God!” 

Armstrong rose to his feet. 

“This is a bad business, J. B. People can’t commit murders 
in my presence with impunity. You know what it means?” 

Blundell gasped at him. 

“Murder?” 

“That must be the charge. Your counsel may plead man- 
slaughter. I can’t help myself. J. B., I’m sorry, desperately 
sorry!” 

“All right,” said Blundell, thickly, “I won’t give any trouble, 
Try and let Ruth and me travel back together, that’s all.” 

She had run forward, flung her arms about him, burst into 
sobs against him. 

“Jack! Jack! Oh, this is too terrible! It was for me you 
did it—for me—I’ve brought all this trouble on you—Jack! 
Jack darling!” . 

He bent down to her as she clung to him, caressed her head. 

“All right, old girl. That brute only got what he deserved. 
And you don’t know how much I love you!” : 

“And I you—I you, dearest!” There was agony in her voice, 

Blundell turned to his friend. 

“What are you going to do with us now, Armstrong?” 

“It’s my duty to keep you under constant supervision. The 
only way is for us to sit here till the morning—and then I'll send 
for my assistant.” He turned to his wife. ‘Helen, dear, you g0 
off to bed.” . 

“No,” she replied, with emphasis. “I’m going to stay here 
with Ruth.” 

Mrs. Manwaring spoke, her face tense and drawn, . 

“Jack, it drives me almost mad to think I caused this! Can 
you ever forgive me? My dear! My dear! 

He put his arm around her. 

“You didn’t cause it, sweetheart—it was that brute there who 
caused all the trouble—and if you want my opinion, he’s dis- 
tinctly better dead. By the way, Armstrong, isn’t it part of 
your job to go through the pockets of this scoundrel?” 


“I suppose it is,” said Armstrong. 
“Let’s have a look.” He knelt down and 
put his hand into the dead man’s breast- 
pocket, took out the wallet. He extracted 
a wad of papers, commenced to glance 
through them. He scrutinized an enve- 
lope, drew out its contents. ‘—Letter 
from a woman—here—what’s this? Gocd 
Lord!” He frowned at the letter in h-s 
hand. “Listen a moment, Mrs. Man- 
waring, and see if you can throw any 
light on this—it’s addressed from 
Paris, six months ago, and forwarded 
through a succession of banks to 
Henry Manwaring care of the bank 
at Mombasa—it’s in French—but 
I'll translate for everyone’s benefit: 
“My dear husband. You were no 
doubt hoping that I was dead in the 
P prison into which you tricked me for 
a life-sentence fourteen years ago. 
As you see, I am not merely alive 
but have been set at liberty. I do 
not know where you are living—I 
have no doubt you have always man- 
aged to save your skin—but I am 
‘sending this to your bank. I do not 
expect generosity from you, nor 
gratitude for my silence. Nor do I 
desire ever to see you again. But I expect, and intend to have, 
money from you sufficient to maintain me during the remainder 
of the life you ruined. I am your wife by English law since you 
married me in London. Therefore, in your own interest, you 
will do well to send me a remittance at once to the above address. 
Otherwise, I shall know how to make myself unpleasant.’—It is 
signed ‘Elise’.”. The Commissioner of Police scrutinized the en- 
velope. “Evidently, he received this two days ago—perhays 
had not yet made up his mind what to answer.” He looked 
across to Mrs. Manwaring. “In what year did you marry him?” 

She stared, a little bewildered. 

“Jn 1915,” she answered. “June, 1915.” 

“That is somewhat less than fourteen years ago,” remarked 
Armstrong. “Assuming that this letter may be accepted as evi- 
dence—and I propose to accept it as such—your correct name 
is not Mrs. Manwaring but Mrs. Blundell after all.” 

She gasped, scarcely understanding. 

Blundell uttered a sharp exclamation. 

“Of course! That scoundrel himself committed bigamy when 
he married her!” 

“Precisely. It would need to be proved of course, but I have 
no doubt it can be proved. The letter from this wretched 
woman—whoever she is, and whatever her crime was—rings 
true enough. The warrant made out against Mrs. Manwaring 
cannot apply to Mrs. Blundell. It is technically—as well as 
morally—void. It shall be void.” He rose, went across to the 
little table, tore up into small fragments the police handbill and 
what he had written of the statement made to him. He turned 
round, smiled rather grimly to her. ‘Please consider yourself 
released from custody, Mrs. Blundell.” i 

“You mean—that I shall not have to—go to prison?” she 
faltered. 

He smiled. : 

“You will not even have to be tried, Mrs. Blundell. The mat- 
ter no longer exists. But if this man were still alive, you could 
certainly put him on his trial—on more charges than one.” He 
frowned, puzzled. “What beats me is that knowing the danger 
of his own position, he should have dared to insist tonight on 
your arrest. I can’t think what he thought he was going to get 

Piha 
oo randall spoke with his arm around his wife’s waist as they 
sat together on the edge of a big chair. 

“Some deep villainy, I’ll be bound. The brute!” 

“Probably.” Armstrong shrugged his shoulders. ‘However, 
let us continue our investigation.” He went back to the corpse, 
continued his search through the other miscellaneous papers a 
man keeps in his pocketbook, checked at a newspaper cutting, 
“What's this?” He frowned at it. “Did you ever know anyone 
of the name of Whitty, Mrs. Blundell?” 

She nodded. 

“Yes. It was my mother’s name. She had an only brother, 
Isaac, in Australia. I don’t know what happened to him.” 
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“This undated newspaper cutting says that a wealthy sheep- 
rancher by the name of Isaac Whitty has died and left a quar- 
ter of a million with no known-heirs in Australia. Did this man 
know of your uncle’s existence?” 

“Yes—yes—I think so—I think I told him when we were first 
married. My father might have told him also.” 

Major Armstrong pursed his lips, and narrowed his shrewd 
eyes. 

“I think I begin to see a little daylight. If he could have 

"salted you safely away in prison—it seems to have been a habit 
of his with his wives—he would then have, put forward the 
probably very comprehensive document you signed, and claimed 
the administration of your estate. A deep rascal, if ever there 
was one! However, if, as I think more than likely, you are 
heiress to a quarter of a million, Mrs. Blundell, this man will 
not again deprive you of a fortune.” 

She clasped her hands. 

“But Jack? I don’t care anything about the money—what is 
going to happen with Jack?” 

Major Armstrong shrugged his shoulders. He sighed. 


“Turre, I am afraid, I am quite helpless. Even if Mr. 
Manwaring Was the worst of scoundrels—as evidently he was— 
it does not give your husband a license to kill him 

Mrs. Blundell leaned forward to him in anguish. 

“Oh, Major—for God’s sake, think of some way to save him! 
There must be a way—some way—lI am sure there must!” 

He looked at her sympathetically. 

“I wish I could see it, dear lady. I wish with all my heart 
my job was different.” 

“Don’t mention it, old chap,” said Blundell. “In your boots, 


I'd behave the same. See if this fellow has anything else inter- 
esting on him.” 


The Police Com 
dead man’s pockets. 


“No,” he said. “Nothing. Nothing of any interest. The 
usual odds and ends.” He made a pile of them upon the floor, 
a bunch of keys, a handful of loose change, cigarettes, a couple 
of pipes, tobacco, He unfastened his gold watch-chain, took out 
a gold hunter-watch from the vest-pocket, automatically snapped 
open the case, glanced inside. He looked up with a jerk, his 
expression curiously altered, 

Mrs. Blundell,” he said, “you were married or thought you 
were married to this man in 1915. What did he do in the war?” 
eho was in a Government office—in the Ministry of Ship- 


Good God!” Major Armstrong’s face had gone deathly white. 

What's the matter?” asked Blundell. 

This!” He held up the gold watch. On the inside of the 
open case was an engraved cabalistic device with a number un- 
derneath, ‘T was in the Intelligence branch myself during the 
war. This is one of the watches issued by the German ‘secret 
service department to its agents. If a man wished to assure 
himself that another was also a fellow-agent, he would go up to 
him, ask him the time, and snap open his watch as if to check it. 
A glance at the other fellow’s watch—and he had made the con- 
tact, or otherwise. It was a kind of badge, issued only to the 
first-rate regular men, entitling the bearer to all possible as- 
sistance from every other agent.” 

“Phew!” said Blundell. “That was his little job then—and 
that’s how, just before the war, he tricked Madame Elise into 
a life-sentence in a French Prison—worked a ‘frame-up’ on her, 
I suppose, in the orthodox way, when she was of no more use. 

pretty specimen of scum, what?” 

“Scum!” exclaimed Armstrong. 
many times over! Think! 
—how many ships did he hel 
of whose sailings, as I happ 


missioner continued his search through the 


“The man’s a murderer 
He was in the Ministry of Shipping 
P to send to the bottom?—the ships 
en to know, the enemy submarines 
had such uncanny knowledge!” He stared in front of him over 
that dead body. “My God, J. B—if you hadn’t killed him, I'd 


have throttled him myself!’ My onl dowa on 
one of those ships.” - y only brother went 


Blundell smiled grimly. 


“Tf T hadn’t accidentally killed him, you wouldn’t have known, 


my dear chap. You would have most dutifully helped him to 
send my wife to jail.” 


Armstrong rose to his feet. 

“That’s urue. But this alters everything. I don’t grumble at 
the enemy doing their job in war-time—but I do draw the line 
at traitors to their own country like this reptile.” He spurned 
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him with his shoe. “The man’s an outlaw—morally if not 
legally. And if I’d known what he was I’d have killed him on 
sight mtyself—or done my best to!” He stood in a cold passion 
of hatred. 

There was a silence in the room. They realized that the rain 
had ceased. The hush was eerie. 

Mrs. Armstrong spoke. 

“What are you going to do, Jim?” 

He was haggard as he stood tensely fingering his lean jaw. 

“Do? What can I do?” he replied. “It’s monstrous that J.B. 
should be arrested and tried for ridding the world of a scoundrel 
like this. But there it is.” 

“I meant only to give him a hiding, as you know,” remarked 
Blundell, anxiety in his tone. 

Mrs. Blundell gazed at the Commissioner of Police in a pa- 
thetic hopefulness. “ 

“Major Armstrong,” she said, “please—please think of some 
way—’ 

He looked at her, desperately. 

“Tm trying to. It’s difficult. I’ve never played with my duty 
in my life. I can’t now. If there was only some little tech- 
nicality—something that wouid justify me—something that 
would take it out of my hands—anything short of perjury! Oh, 
my God!” he groaned. “Blundell, I wish I’d hit him and not 
you! What’s the time?” 

Blundell glanced at his wrist-watch. 

“Just before midnight.” 

At that moment the native boy appeared in the doorway, 
looked across to Blundell. 

“Doctor come, Boss,” he said, holding the door open. 

“Fenwick, of all people!” exclaimed Armstrong, as the doctor 
for the district came into the room. He was in mudsplashed 
tiding-breeches, and had an electric torch in his hand. 

“Evening, Armstrong!—Evening, ladies!—’Evening Blun- 
dell!” he said, cheerfully. “I hear you’ve given refuge to my 
lost guest! I’ve been scouring the countryside for him for 
hours. I thought he must have been drowned in a wash-out— 
you've got a pretty bad one just below here. Well—where’s 


_Iny unfortunate traveler?” 


Armstrong gestured to the floor by the piano. ‘ 
“Good Lord!” ejaculated the doctor,  “What’s happened? 
“Well, I’m not on oath,” said Armstrong grimly, “but Mr. 


Manwaring had a sort of stroke. I’ve just been going through 
his pockets.” 


The doctor knelt beside the prone figure. 

“He's dead!” he said. “Quite dead.” 

“Oh, yes,” agreed Armstrong. “He’s quite dead.” . 

“Heart failure!” remarked the doctor. “Written all over him. 
Dear, dear! How did he get this mark on his jaw?” 


« 

T saw him hit himself against the piano as he fell,” said 
Armstrong. The muscles of his face were prominent on his 
gaunt cheeks. The other three stood in breathless suspense. 


“Very likely.” The doctor nodded in acceptance of the sug- 
gestion. 


Armstrong cleared his throat. b, 

“Would a blow have had anything to do with his death? 

“Hardly. Anything would do it with a man of this body—an 
emotional shock—nothing at all even—just a failure. He was 
bound to go suddenly.” 

“Have you any objection to giving a certificate then?” Arm- 
strong’s voice was enforced to normality. “It’s bad enough for 
the Blundells to have this happen, as it is. I don’t suppose 
they’re craving to give evidence af an inquest.” 7 

“Tt’s natural death all right. As I say, this man might have 
dropped dead at any minute these last ten years. Personally, I 

ave no objection whatever to giving a certificate. It rests with 
you, Major. You're the highest police authority in this part of 
the world. If you will accept my word for it that he died a 
natural death—” 4 

“As the Commissioner of Police, I accept your professional 
word for it,” said Armstrong, drily. : 

The doctor rose from the corpse and went to the table still 
Spread with the writing paper the Commissioner of Police had 
not used. 

“This'll do,” he said, brushing away a little heap of torn 
fragments and picking up a sheet. He scrawled rapidly. “What’s 
the man’s full name? Did you find out?” 

“Henry Manwaring,” replied Armstrong. 

The doctor finished his certificate, [Continued on page 61] 





CThe next time you find yourself “coming down” | 
for the cause in 
Your Own Home instead of in the Climate 


with asthma look 


1 


Wheezers 


“What’s this my wife tells me, Doc?” he asked. 
“That we've got to have separate rooms, I mean?” 

“That's just what I mean,” the physician replied. “If you 
could arrange to take another long business trip it would be 
even better. Didn’t she explain what it is we are trying 
to do?” 

“Cure her asthma, she said,” the young man responded, “but 
it sounds funny to me. I’ve heard of people with asthma being 
sent to a different climate, but this is the first time I ever 
heard of sending the patient’s husband away. J haven't got 
asthma.” 

“It wouldn’t make any difference if you had,” the doctor. 
answered, calmly. “Asthma isn’t ‘catching.’ But in your 
wife’s case, your presence is the cause of her asthma. "She 
never had it before she married you. When you were away 
for three weeks she didn’t have an attack. As soon as you 
got home her attacks recommenced. That looks like conclusive 
evidence that you are jin 
some way the cause of her 
trouble, doesn’t it?” 

The visitor conceded that 
it did. “She told me some. 
thing about that,” he admit- 
ted, “but it sounded so 
foolish to me that maybe T 
didn’t get it straight. Some. 
thing about her taking my 
hairbrushes off my chiffonier 
and bringing them up to you, 
I don’t get that at all, Doc. 
Sounds like voodoo stuff to 
me.” 

“It_ does, doesn’t it?” saiq 
the physician, with a smile of 
such genuine amusement that 
the young man’s indignation 
seemed considerably - allayed, 
“T hadn't thought of that be. 
fore. Yes, I did have your 
wife bring up your hair- 
brushes, telling her to be sure 
that they hadn’t been cleaned 
for several days. What | 
wanted to get was a good 
specimen of your dandruff. J] 
got it, from your hairbrushes, 


YOUNG man in a state of poorly-suppressed indigna- 
A tion called on a medical friend of mine not long ago. 


(Dandruff sometines has 


ben the cause of asthma. 
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and it proved to be what had been causing your wife’s asthma. 
now— 

Ol get my scalp treated for dandruff, and she'll be all 

right,” the young husband interrupted, beaming. " ; 

“Not as easy as that, I’m afraid,’ the physician objected. 
“T’m not a skin specialist, so I can’t advise you as to the 
possibility of curing dandruff so completely that there are no 
fine, invisible scales left. For it is the inhalation of those 
tiny scales which sets up the irritation that brings on your 
wife’s asthmatic symptoms. It should be easier to desensitize 
her than to cure you, though it won’t do any harm to try 
a the first thing I wish you would do,” the doctor went 
on, “is to go to a barber shop and have your hair cut, and be 
sure that the barber uses a perfectly clean sheet in which to 
catch all the clippings. Bring them to me, and we'll see if 
we can’t fix it so she won't have any more attacks.” 

“Tl do that, Doc, if you’re sure it will do my wife any 
good,” the young man assented, “but I wish you'd explain 
what it’s all about.” - 7 

The physician explained the modern method of treating the 
ancient and terrifying disease called asthma. Until within a 
very few years, asthma and its first cousin, hay fever, were 
regarded as distinct diseases of the respiratory tract. Now 
they are recognized as symptoms of a systemic condition for 
which a new name has been coined. This new name is 
“allergy,” which means an abnormal reaction or response to 
certain external stimuli. 

The sufferer from asthma or hay fever merely reacts more 
violently than do normal persons to some one of the hun- 
dreds of things which most of us eat or inhale every day with- 
out discomfort. Such substances, always organic in their 
nature, animal or vegetable, never mineral, are called “al- 
lergens,” or breeders of allergy. ‘ ’ 

So the physician’s problem is to find out which particular 
allergen gives the particular patient either asthma or hay 
fever. Usually the answer is found quickly, by means of a 
so-called “skin test.” , 

Hundreds of extracts of the substances which most com- 
monly cause the symptoms of hay fever and asthma are ob- 
tainable from laboratories which specialize in their production, 
in the form of extracts. Making a scratch in the skin, an 
eighth of an inch long and not deep enough to draw blood, the 
physician rubs a drop or two of such an extract into the 
scratch. If, in the course of a few minutes, the skin around 
the scratch begins to turn red, and in half an hour or so a 
well-defined circular patch of skin, about the size of a five- 
cent piece, has become red and putfed up, forming what 
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(One doctor found the source of his patient's 
asthma in the lion's mane at the Zoo. 


doctors call a “wheal” or welt, it is proof that the allergen of 
which the extract was used is the cause of the symptoms. 

, “So what I did with your wife,’ my friend went on to ex- 
P-a.n to his visitor, “was to make skin tests of numerous 
allergens, to all of which her response was negative; no wheal 
appeared. Then I began to do a little deduction from known 
facts, the principal one of which is that she never had asthma 
before her marriage to you. Now, one of the commonest 
allergens is dandruff or skin-scales from the horse, dog, cat, 
rabbit or other animals. When she told me you had dandruff, 
T felt sure I had hit upon the source of her trouble. I sent 
your hairbrushes to the laboratory and had a sterilized extract 
Prepared from the combings and washings from them. I gave 
her a skin-test with that and’ she reacted positively and im- 
mediately. 

“Now in this case it is hardly practicable to separate her 
from the cause of her trouble, except temporarily, so I am 
going to try to desensitize her. If you will bring me all the 
hair you can spare from your head I shall have the laboratory 
make a sufficient supply of protein extract from it to give her 
the immunizing treatment, which is usually successful. But if 
she 4s constantly exposed to the influence of the allergen which 
originates in your scalp, the treatment will be less likely to 
succeed. So that is why I think you ought to take another 
long trip, leaving her at home, if you can arrange it.” 

It's a sort of ‘hair of the dog that bit you’ treatment, then, 
Doc?” asked the young man. “If you say it will work, go 
to it. It happens that I can make a trip—I was going to let 
another man do it—to Europe, to be gone about six weeks. 
ae that C time enough?” 

‘It ought to be,” replied the physician. The young man 
brought him a hatful, more or less, of his hair and woeted for 
Europe. The physician gave the young wife a small hypo- 
dermic injection of the protein prepared from her husband’s 
hair every two or three days, about twenty treatments in all. 
A month after the husband’s return from Europe the couple 
called at the physician’s office, beaming. 

T've been home four weeks and she hasn’t had a single 
attack of asthma,” the husband reported. 

Except for the unusual nature of the exciting cause, or 
allergen, the case of this young woman is a fairly complete 
Picture of the modern method of detecting the cause and 
applying the curative treatment both of asthma and of hay 
fever, diseases which have baffled medical science until very 
recently, and which still cause untold suffering and incapacity 
to hundreds of thousands and death to some. 

Almost everybody knows somebody who is afflicted with 
asthma, but for the benefit of those who do not realize the 
seriousness, here is an extract from a description written in 
the Second Century, A.D., by Aretaeus, a Greek physician. The 
translation is from a recently-published work on the subject 
by Dr. William S. Thomas of New York, who says that it 
applies well today: ; 

The symptoms of its approach are heaviness of the chest; 
sluggishness to one’s accustomed work, and to every other 
exertion; difficulty of breathing in running or on a steep road; 
hoarseness and cough; restlessness: pulse at night small and 
imperceptible; nose sharp and ready for respiration. 


‘ “But if the evil gradually gets worse, the cheeks are ruddy; 


’ 

eyes protuberant, as if from strangulation; a rale during the 
waking state, but the evil much worse in sleep; voice liquid 
and without resonance; a desire of much and of cold air; 
they eagerly go into the open air, since no house sufficeth for 
their respiration; they breathe standing, as if desiring to draw 
in all the air which they possibly can inhale; and, in their 
want of air, they also open the mouth as if thus to enjoy the 
more of it; pale in the countenance, except the cheeks, which 
are ruddy; sweat about the forehead and clavicles; cough in- 
cessant and laborious; expectoration small, thin, cold, re- 
sembling the efflorescense of foam; neck swells with the infla- 
tion of the breath (pneuma); the praecordia retracted; pulse 
small, dense, compressed, legs slender, and if these symptoms 
Increase, they sometimes produce suffocation, after the form 
of epilepsy. 

“But if it takes a favorable turn, cough more protracted 
and rarer; a more copious expectoration of more fluid mat- 
ters; voice louder; sleep sufficient; relaxation of the prae- 
cordia; sometimes a pain comes into the back during the 
remission; panting rare, soft, hoarse. Thus they escape a 
fatal termination. But, during the remissions, although they 
may walk about erect, they bear the traces of the affection.” 

As to hay fever, which is the first cousin to asthma, about 
this time of the year tens of thousands of Americans are 
beginning their annual pilgrimage to distant regions in order 
to escape its symptoms of sneezing, coughing, intense coryza 
or running at the nose and uncontrollable weeping from the 
inflammation of the eyelid linings. Nobody dies of hay fever, 
and friends of its victims are apt to regard it as more or less 
of a joke. 

Nobody who has witnessed an asthmatic patient struggling 
for breath, unable to lie down without choking or to exert 
himself at all without a paroxysm amounting almost to 
strangulation, feels inclined to laugh, however. Few die of 
asthma, in proportion to the number of its victims, but. it 
leaves them with their vital energies greatly reduced, making 
them susceptible to other diseases from which they recover 
only with difficulty. : 
_Asthmatics roam all over the world, seeking new habita- 
tions where they may be free from their affliction. Often they 
do so free themselves, not because of the change of climate 
but because of separation from the particular allergen which 
affects them. P 

Probably the most revolutionary recent advance in medicine, 
short of the discovery of the insulin treatment for diabetes, 
is the ability of the physician of today to cure more than 
half of the asthmatics and hay fever victims, and to relieve the 
other half of the worst of their symptoms, eventually to 
Curing most of them, if they are willing to undergo a suffi- 
ciently long period of treatment. For the comparatively simple 






CSensitiveness to cats was this 
man's trouble. A cat in the 
Same room always made him ill. 


laboratory methods necessary are at command of any medical 
man. An enormous list has been compiled of substances which 
have been found to bring on attacks of asthma or of any fever, 
of which extracts and proteins for testing and treatment are 
available. One thing is certain: climate and weather have 
but little to do with causing these symptoms. 

Another discovery is that a large percentage of allergy 
sufferers have inherited their afflictions. Such subjects fre- 
quently display an unaccountable, innate dislike of certain 
foods and have abnormal sensitiveness to them. Everybody, 
almost, knows somebody who is subject to “strawberry rash.” 
There is something more than superstition in the old-fashioned 
idea that buckwheat cakes cause pimples; cereals of all kinds, 
especially buckwheat, are among the commonest “allergens” 
or breeders of allergy, as are also eggs. 

I know a dramatic critic who always felt ill whenever a 
cat entered the room. His family and friends laughed for 
years at what seemed to them a foolish idiosyncrasy. Fifteen 
hypodermic injections of cat hair protein, at intervals of from 
three to five days completely eliminated my friend’s sensi- 
tiveness to cats. 

Hair, feathers, vegetable pollens of almost every kind, house 
dust, which may contain a dozen different organic substances, 
eggs, fish, fruits, all the cereal grains—in fact every kind of 
organic matter which may be eaten, breathed, or in any 
other way brought into contact with the mucous membranes of 
the nose and mouth, may be the cause of any particular case 
of asthma. 

Sometimes it is necessary to make skin tests with a dozen, 
perhaps a hundred suspected substances before discovering the 
one which brings on the wheal which proves that that is ‘the 
allergen which is causing all the trouble. But so convinced 
are most of the patients that it is a matter of climate, it is 
frequently difficult for the physician to persuade them to 
undergo these skin tests; moreover, tests by all the usual 
substances are often entirely negative. In such cases the 
doctor finds it necessary to learn everything possible about 
the patient’s personal habits and environments, and by sug- 
gesting changes in these to arrive by a process of elimination 
at the real cause. 

In one case a man living in a New Jersey suburb became 
convinced that the climate of that town differed from that of 
New York City, since he had nightly attacks of asthma when 
at home, but never when he stayed overnight in New York, 
He was afraid he would have to sell his suburban house and 


. Move to the city. The skin tests for feathers, fur, house dust 


and all of the commoner allergens, gave negative reactions 
in his case. At the doctor’s suggestion, he spent several nights 
in succession at the country club in his home town, where he 
was entirely free from asthma. Then the doctor went to his 
house. After a careful examination, which failed to disclose 
anything which might have affected his patient, it occurred 
to him to rip open the pillows and see what was inside of 
them. To the doctor’s surprise and the horror of the good 
housewife, the pillows were found to contain great quantities 
of dead moths and moth eggs. A test extract was made from 
these, to which the patient 
gave a positive reaction. 
This case of asthma was en- 
tirely relieved by the substi- 
tution of new pillows. 
Physicians skilled in the 
treatment of asthma by the 
modern method prefer to 
bring about the cure by re- 
moving the cause, rather 
than desensitization. That is 
an improvement on the old 
method of removing the pa- 
tient—to a different climate 
where, if luck was with him, 
he might find relief;: though 
if the cause of his asthma 
was goose-feathers or hen- 
feathers, both of which are found in almost 
all pillows everywhere, no change of 
climate did him any good. I have a friend 
in Chicago whose little daughter had 
frightening attacks of asthma all through 
the winter, but in the summer, when she 
spent the school vacation at her grand- 








CT his doctor, after an ex- 
haustive search for the cause 
of his patient's asthma, 
discovered i¢ in the feathers 

of two pet parrots. 





(The overthrow of the Manchu Dynasty, }3i 
followed by the cutting of pigtails, < 


resulted in a New York wig-maker = 
contracting asthma. 


mother’s rustic camp in northern Michigan, she was ‘entirely 
free from them. As soon as she got on the boat to return 
to Chicago the asthmatic attacks would begin again. Patient 
analysis and skin tests showed that she was susceptible to 
both goose feathers and hen feathers. At the camp the only 
pillows used were filled with aromatic pine needles. So her 
problem was simply solved by providing her bed at home 
with pine needle and kapok pillows. That might not work 
with everybody, for kapok affects certain individuals. 


Sux is a very common source of asthma, and as it is almost 
impossible to live in the modern world without coming into 
contact with silk, immunization by a protein prepared from 
silk usually has to be resorted to. Some individuals are 
susceptible to only particular kinds of silk. A young woman, 
the daughter of a physician who has made the treatment of 
allergy his specialty, started on a cruise to the West Indies 
last fall. She had had occasional asthmatic attacks, the source 
of which was still a mystery to her physician-father. She had 
responded to none of the skin tests for the usual causes. 

As her ship slipped out into the Gulf Stream, and the 
climate became warmer, she unpacked her luggage and put 
on thinner clothes. That night she had a serious attack of 
asthma. She knew enough about possible causes of the trouble 
to analyze the situation. She concluded that the only thing 
which could have brought on the attack was a dress made of 
raw or tussah silk, which she had thrown into one of her 
suitcases at the last minute, though she had not worn it since 
the previous summer. She wrapped that dress up in news- 
papers, buried it at the bottom of her trunk, and had no more 
trouble with asthma. On her return to New York her father 
prepared a testing protein from tussah silk, which gave a 
positive skin reaction. No other kind of silk affected the 
young woman in the least. 

The overthrow of the 
Manchu Dynasty in China 
resulted in a New York 
workman coming down with 
violent attacks of asthma. 
When the Chinese threw off 
the yoke of their conquerors, 
they symbolized their free- 
dom by cutting off their pig- 
tails. This threw enormous 
quantities of Chinese hair on 
the market, and a New York 
dealer in hair goods was one 
of the purchasers. His chief 
wig-maker developed asthma 
and consulted a physician 
who discovered that, while 
the wig-maker was immune to all other 
kinds of hair, he reacted positively to 
Chinese hair. He was successfully in- 
oculated by a protein prepared from 
Chinese hair, and had no further attacks. 

Not a few cases of asthma have been 
traced to stuffed [Continued on page 535) 
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By Zack 
Cattwright 


HERE were two things absolutely fatal to all vows of 

self-restraint and veracity Joe Hatch might make. 

One of these things was approbation in any form, and 
‘ the other was lack of it. Small wonder then, that 
etween themselves, Alexander Ross and his cook were able 
to cast Joe on the horns of a fearful dilemma. Consider: 

No sooner had Joe Hatch recovered from his attack of 
nervous prostration, induced by seeing a mounted policeman 
where, reasonably, none should have been, he drew apart in 
spirit and invited the counsel of his better senses such as they 
were. These indicated to Joe the wisdom of abandoning the 
pursuit of all heroic ideal, temporarily at least. His financial 
condition lent further weight to this conclusion. 

What did it get you,” Joe sternly demanded of himself, 


a go busting around helping women out of distress? Espe- 


What Price me RAC 


CThe active mingling of 
the Trouble Kid, 
Alexander the Guileful 
and Athabasca Red 


cially up here in this dern Canady where it seemed like a 
Woman didn’t know what gratitude was? But who would 
expect one to turn and bemean a person after what he had 
done for her? Hadn't he let on and lied and run bluffs with 
his old gun just to help her get away from a blame mounted 
Policeman that was trying to bother her? Yes, and got 
actually shot at for robbery and pretty near his ears chewed 
off for kidnapery and more than half drowned after being the 
same as chased for over two hundred miles? When God 
knew he hadn’t done a thing in the world?” 

_If he didn’t find a job pretty soon and go to eating regular, 

his stomach would figure his throat was cut. He’d have to 
think up something practical. But no more blamed foolish- 
hess with his old Betsy gun! It was her that like to got him 
drowned when he jumped himself into the river that time. 
_ It was then that Joe got a job. It was no great shakes of a 
job, but the mere getting of it was something, in that country 
where jobs were to be found less frequently than warts are 
commonly found on eggs. 

The ferry had been restored to service on Big Smoky that 
morning after an interruption due to the annual spring flood. 
Joe Hatch determined to cross to the stopping-house and buy 
himself something to eat. That was the most practical thing 
at the time. 

__On its first trip, the ferry carried the mail-stage. When Joe 
identified among the passengers his Miss Bradley of recent 
bitter memory, he booted his brown horse to wakefulness and 
rode out of sight behind the cover of some scrub. It was 
the best, he felt, that the past should be allowed to die as 
painlessly as possible. Let her go on to her Pa, or wherever 
she was going, and forget him, just as he had practically for- 
got there was such a person as her. Yes, and the twenty-four 
dollars he’d put down for the ticket she was riding on! Joe 


was positive he had forgotten 
that. He peered out at her as 
the stage passed and uttered a 
windy sigh to prove it. What 
hadn’t he suffered on account 
of that one girl? But now, he 
thanked heaven, his lesson had been learned. 

It was to appear, however, that he had not 
taken account of Alexander Ross and his cook. 

Alexander Ross took the half-dollar Joe 
tendered him and examined it critically, as if 
for possible scars, birthmarks or other blemishes. 

“What’s the matter?” Joe wanted to know, 
“isn’t that right?” 

Mr. Ross dropped the coin into his pocket. 
“Aye, it seems a sound piece at that, only what 
would it be for now?” 

“For? Why, don’t you charge for riding on these boats?” 

“It’s no boat, but a scow!” explained Mr. Ross. “An? it’s 
free for th’ use of every idler that cares to go wanderin’ alon 
th’ trail, worse luck. Injuns even! No matter if ’tis ae 
one of them vagabones, I've to drop all my work an’ be here 
to put him safely across. Wastin’ my time!” 

“But don’t you get paid for doin’ it?” 

“Paid?” A spasm of pain flickered across Mr. Rogg? 
leathery features. “I am out of money over th’ head of it 
what with havin’ a cook that’s too proud to stir himself out 
of th’ kitchen. And what like is th’ labor a man can hire 
nowadays? Here did I keep a hand, in idleness practically, 
the whole winter past and this mornin’ he quits me. Not g 
stroke has he done for a week with the ferry tied up, so he 
quits to take a profit on th’ job.” Mr. Ross appeared to 
recall himself suddenly. “Did you want to cross, now?” 
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(Ross, his shirt in tatters, 
came in to the kitchen to 
relate his humiliating en- 
counter with Athabasca 
Red rather than let the 

cook tell it. 
“I'd no mind to give 
th’ great bully his pleas- 
ure in spankin’ me, so I 
eluded him!’ he said. 


“yeh!” Joe answered. “An’ how about that fifty cents?” 

Tt was clear that Mr. Ross failed to understand him. “What 
fifty cents would that be, now?” 

“The one I give you.” : 

“Aye, so ye did. Ye gave it to me. Well, thank ye for it.” 

“Give her back here,” Joe ordered. “I’m already out money 
the way it is. I thought they charged for these ferries.” 

Mr. Ross asked him not to be ridiculous; he had explained 
that there was no charge. And there was no rule against 
the operator taking a fifty-cent piece when it was given him. 
His title to the piece was clear and valid, and he would stand 

y that. 
at Ross set the ferry in motion for the return trip and 
Joe dismounted, hoping that his mere height would constitute 
a threat against imposition. 

But the undersized Mr. Ross declined to be impressed. It 
was no good Joe’s thinking a disturbance would gain him any- 
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thing save possibly trouble. He was a regular employe of the 
government, Ross pointed out, in charge of its craft on 
navigable waters. Any display of violence would probably be 
dealt with by court martial. ‘“That’s much harsher than 
ordinary law,” he declared. 

Still, he would not wish to make a bad friend over so small 
a matter, Mr. Ross went on. If Joe had still another fifty- 
cent piece and cared to confide the justice of his claim to pure 

_ chance, then Mr. Ross was willing to meet him. Here was a 
pack of cards—he just happened to have them in his hip 
pocket—suppose they cut for high on a wager of fifty cents? 
When Joe in weakness and frustration assented to this and 
put down his money, Mr. Ross harassed the frayed and dog- 
eared cards through a butter-fingered shuffling and held 
them out. 

Joe drew the eight of hearts and was congratulated on his 
fine chances by Mr. Ross, who promptly turned up the king 
of diamonds. 

“That proves it,” he insisted, collecting the coins from the 
deck. “I always say if a man comes by a thing dishonestly 
he'll have bad luck over it. There’d be a kind of fate about it, 
don’t you think?” 

Joe did not think so but he was afraid to risk his voice at 
that moment. It would be awful, he thought, to bust out crying 
again simply because he could not do anything else. He was 
going all to pieces, looked like. And he hadn’t cried, but 
once, since his pap took a hame-strap to him last time. That 
had been for gambling too; he lost his two dollars of spending 
money that his pap had given him when he went along to the 
county fair at Carthage, and they won a blue rosette with the 
jack colt, Brigham Young. A nigger racehorse man had a 
gambling trick with a piece of leather wound up into a ring. 
His pap had said, when he licked him, that it was for being 
a sucker. And his pap had showed him with the same hame- 
strap how it wasn't any gamble but a cinch. Joe blinked sud- 
centy on realizing that he was a good two thousand miles 

rom where he had learned that trick. This was a foreign 
country and it might be that this little feller hadn't ever had 
it explained to him. Now just how was it you fixed the strap? 

With the money making trick firmly restored to his memory, 
Jee Prepared to put it to the test. He detached a rein from the 

rown horse’s bridle, smiling indifferently at Alexander Ross. 
fe re could gamble for sour apples anyway,” he said, 

: on't figure you got a right to keep my fifty cents, 
either. But I claim if a person’s got good judgment and wants 

is back it, that’s different. That’s the way I always gamble, 

ae por nay hands is a mule high or what does a 

gh. Now I’ve saw ir j 

this here—You just notice!” Bere bachataer Deets 
Mr. Ross watched him very carefully as Joe doubled the 

strap at its middle and, turning this doubled end sharply back 
on itself, rolled the strap into a tight flat coil. He held the 
coil up before him, . You see them two holes through the coil 
where I doubled this strap? Which one do you say would 
be inside th loop if I unrolled it?” ; 


Now Alexander Ross was not a foolish person. B: 
observing closely, he saw what Joe had Pparently failed to 
conceal—that this strap had been doubled with the undressed 
se a ae 
Um! Ye'd not be looking for work yoursel’ now, would 
ye? I take this hole!” i , i 
eR ad He thrust a match stick through his 
“It’s all a matter of judgment.” Joe looked closely at the 
arrangement of his strap. “You had first guess, but I wouldn’t 
‘a took that hole anyway. Veah, I’m kinda lookin’ for work.” 
“This hole for th’ fifty cents,” Mr. Ross insisted. “I’m 
lookin’ for a man that’s lookin’ for work.” But Joe replied 
that Mr. Ross had his only fifty-cent piece. Unless he gave 
it back—well, would he make change out of this five then? 
And what did Mr. Ross figure to pay for work? Mr. Ross 
hadn’t enough change for the five. But he had a ten and if 
Joe had another five they might as well bet °em. He paid 
forty a month and board for merely running the ferry and 
helping a bit with the wood cutting and haying in summet- 
time. In winter it was nothing, practically, A man with a 
bit of energy about him would never call it work at all. 
Joe's other five was a ten-spot. The fifteen dollars, he said, 
were all he had, barring the four bits of his that Mr. Ross 
wrongfully retained. Ross covered the fifteen. standing firmly 
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on his choice of the holes as indicated by his matchstick. 

“It’s a bargain, then?” he asked. 

“There’s only one point,” Joe answered. “’Fore I do a tap 
of work I got to have a meal. I missed breakfast this mornin’. 
Now le’s see who’s right!” They prepared for the decision, 
Ross clutching the matchstick at either side of the coil. Joe, 
with his breath as near bated as he could get it, pulled sharply 
on the loose ends of the strap and his confidence in this 
particular money-making device was miraculously vindicated. 
The match was not inside the loop. 

“There you are!” Joe told him, and gathered up the bills. 
Alexander Ross looked thoughtfully at the match still held in 
his fingers, and made a sound like “Snfph!” It was as 
though he held grave suspicions that the results would have 
been the same had he chosen the other hole. And it may be 
tecorded here that they would have been, all element of 
chance being eliminated from that trick by intent. 

Not until the ferry had reached shore did Mr. Ross again 
address himself to Joe Hatch. 


“ 

You can go now and see the cook, will he give you any- 
thing to eat or not. I'll no make any promises for him.” 

“That’s all right,” said Joe, “but what about my fifty 
cents?” 

“Your fifty—!” howled Mr. Ross. “An’ me standin’ here 
the loser over takin’ ye for a straight-forrad lad that would 
appreciate the good job I was givin’ him? Begone now, an’ 
mind that ye waste no more time jawin’ over yon matter 
whilst I'm payin’ ye wages. It’s a holy wonder I’d have ye 
about me after such trickery.” 

The truth was, however, that it would have taken a sub- 
stantial cash inducement for Mr. Ross to have parted with 
Joe Hatch at the time. For he was not in the purest sense 
4 sportsman, having but little respect for the discretion of 
that fickle goddess, Chance. He declined most invitations to 
fortune in favor of his own more certain plan of selling accom- 
modation for man and beast at the rate of fifty cents’ worth 
for a dollar—not an activity to be sneezed at. 

Between these aspects of the man himself and the fact that 
€ stood in his own debt to the amount of fifteen dollars for 
the privilege of knowing Joe Hatch, it is quite understandable 
that he should resolve to keep Joe with him at any cost. Not 
until he had perfected a plan for skinning the young man out 
of shirt, pants and eye-teeth would Mr. Ross feel that his 
Vengeance had been appeased and his pride sustained. 

Fervently he hoped that the cook would be insulted at Joe’s 
Tequest for mid-morning service and chase him rapidly away 
from the door. There was foundation for this hope for the 
cook, an aloof seafaring man, had stated his position most 
emphatically on entering the employment of Mr. Ross. He 
Was properly a ship’s cook, and he would not go aloft or over- 
side; the galley would be open for inspection and the drawing 
of stores at one period of the day only. Wood and water 
Were to be issued likewise for he would neither hew nor draw; 
anyone entering his precincts at irregular hours would get 
crowned with the stock-pot. He would take no jawing or 
Slack of any kind. This bellicose attitude had irked Mr. Ross, 
depriving him of the privilege of complaining except to himself. 

Joe Hatch went straight to the cook’s heart. 

Cook,” he began from the kitchen door, “I just hired out 
to the little feller that runs this here. He’s taken four bits 
Off me too, that he shouldn’t ought of—and he said you prob ly 
Wouldn’t gimme anything to eat either. But, cook, I ain't 
et since—” Joe broke off, his nostrils assailed by the heavy 
tantalizing odor of cookery. 

“im?” the cook snorted. “im tellin’ if I'll feed or not, is ’e? 
Gord’s nyme!” With deliberate fury he stabbed a knife into 
the vitals of a potato he was peeling. He rose, glared at Joe 
Hatch and wiped his hands on the dish towel. “Come ere, 

€ commanded, “an’ si’ down! Oo do ’e think is runnin’ this 
blawsted galley, uh? Not feed! I on’y wish ’e was ’ere an 
you was twins or triples, so’s I could give ‘im the lie to ‘Is 
fyce. ’Ere’s a bit of pork and beans an’ a dish of stew to 
get on wiv till I can fry up some taters an’ things.” 

“Aw, cook!” said Joe Hatch from the fulness of his heart. 

Tt was well into the shank of the forenoon when Joe began 
conscientiously to eat everything put before him. The cook’s 
offerings were at first made in a spirit of resentment that Mr. 
Ross should presume even to guess at what he would do. They 
were continued out of wonder and admiration at the remark- 


(Red had roared profanely that he would stop where he pleased, at which Joe 





suddenly whirled his light under the lead bulls’ noses. They responded by 
promptly taking to the woods in demoralized flight. 


able performance Joe was giving on his end of the table. 

At eleven-thirty Joe intimated that he thought he could 
manage with what he’d had, but the cook would not hear of it. 
Dinner was nearly ready anyhow, and Joe might as well eat 
his right there with the cook. 

There came a time, however, when Joe discovered the handle 
of his hoss-pistol was occupying room in his trousers’ top that 
was badly needed for expansion. He removed the obstructing 
Betsy and laid her on the table beside his plate. 

Observe then, the calamitous train of circumstances set in 
motion by Joe’s action. The cook, sitting opposite him, stared 
bug-eyed at the weapon and exclaimed “Gaw! Whatever you 
doin’ wiv that thing on you?” It was Joe’s cue to speak out 
frankly in the light of his recent experience and admit that 
he was doing nothing at all; the faintest recollection of his 
good resolutions of that morning would have required as much 
from him. Unfortunately, that high moment had sprung from 
an empty and aching stomach and from a great loneliness and 
weariness with the outcast life he led. 

But now Joe Hatch was fed. Within two minutes the cook’s 
enthusiastic questioning had brought Joe to admit that he 
carried the gun for a definite purpose. 

“J figgers a bloke wouldn’t keep that iron stowed abaht ’im 
fr nothink. Somebody’s crusin’ eround after you, an’ you 
wants to be manned w’en ’e overhauls you, huh?” 

There was certainly nobody looking for him, Joe was 
truthful enough to insist. “Then it’s the other way abaht!” 
the cook declared. “You're layin’ in ’ere wiv the notion he'll 
myke the plyce sometime or other. No good standin’ shy of 
me myte, I’m ’opin’ you'll runs afoul of ’im right ’ere. I ain’t 
seen what I’d call a massacree since—it’s been years. What do 
he look like, this bloke yer layin’ fer? Tell me abaht it.” 

Even then, Joe might have found safety in a general denial 
of the cook’s assumptions, but it was hard to rebuff the man 
after such lavish feeding. Avoiding exact descriptions and 
circumstances he allowed himself to admit that a guy—a big 
guy—had done him dirt once, real dirt too. 


“An’ when you meets up wiv “im?” the cook prompted. 
When he met up with him—Joe looked at the cook and made 
an inclusive gesture that took in all that had been said or 
implied and embracing the ancient Betsy-gun on the table. 

There appeared to be little harm in this at the time. Indeed 
Joe had clung to the semblance of truth in designating his 
presumptive victim. A large man, a sergeant of mounted 
police in particular, had done or caused to be done, a species of 
dirt to Joe no great while before. Nor would any evil conse- 
quences have attended Joe’s indefinite threat had not Mr. Ross 
appeared at the door leading to the dining-room. Over the top 
half which stood open, Mr. Ross said “Phoo!” 

The cook turned to glare at Mr. Ross and rose from his 
seat. “Wait, now!” he admonished Joe. “Si’ down! Lemme 
tell ‘im off. I'll do it good an’ proper, I will!” He made 
quite unnecessary gestures of forcing Joe back into his seat 
and marched across the kitchen toward Mr. Ross. “Nah, wot 

id you say?” 

Ross stepped back from the opening, but morally he 
stood his ground. “I said ‘Phoo’,” he repeated. “And I'd say 
it ag’in, mind ye, if it was both of ye threatenin’ me. Yon's 
a braggart an’ worse! For ye to be. fillin’ yer gawp wi’ his 
prattle of murders and vengeance is wicked. An’ him a 
trickin’? schemer that has swindled me away fra’ fifteen good 
dollars th’ mornin’!” - : ; 

“Liar!” the cook howled. “It was you prigged a ’awf-crown 
off im. I ’eard abaht it! An’ fr schemin’ an’ tricksterin’ I'll 
lay you ag’in the best of °em. Oo are you, to tell me wot’s 
wicked, hah? Nah, I'll tell you somethink abaht yerself!” 

He did, eloquently, for a good half hour. 

Had Joe been in any sense a critical audience, he would 
have realized as the diatribe progressed that his champion was 
introducing a great quantity of purely extraneous prophesy 
into his defense. Actually, the cook was vowing in the name 
of all manner of profane deities that when the time came, his 
myte ’ere would show a certain squinch-eyed, penny-weaslin’ 
baboon whevver he'd fight or not. [Continued on page 59] 
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By PHYLLIS 


HE had told her mother—indeed, she 
had told herseli—that she was going 
in search of white violets. So she 
turned off the main road at the 

- drinking fountain -and~ progressed steadily 
along a deserted cartpath, a mere fossil of 
a thoroughfare, with the old wagon ruts 
scarcely visible beneath the grass. As 
though white.violets were some holy grail, 
she looked neither to- the. right nor the 
left; she abandoned the faint trail at the 
spot where three young birches swayed 
sentimentally toward one :another and 
picked her way unhesitantly across a 
swampy meadow, stepping on grassy clods 
that oozed marsh water as her feet pressed 
upon them. -The.-west wind was blowing 
against her face, and abruptly it was sweet 
with an-unmistakable perfume. Before 
her lay Coleman’s brook, stumbling down 
its. stony -way to the creek, between 
fragrant banks. White violets . . . Ellen 
Cook sat down on a stone and looked at 
them, and, as deliberately as she made 
every turn in the route from her house, 
she put up her slim, browned hands to her 
face and began to cry. - 

Not that white violets -had the remotest 
thing to do with it. She could have cried 
quite as easily, if less privately, beside the 
lilac bush at. her~ own kitchen door. 
Violets, lilacs, apple blossoms . - - they 
all meant, merely, that. another summer 
had begun, and summer, to Ellen Cook, 
was an endless succession of minor irrita- 
tions played above the underlying chords 
of one enduring heartache. 

Summer and summer people . . - 

They would come into the store at every 
conceivable hour, demanding anchovy paste 
and pate-de-foie-gras - and _- truffles. _They 
would want cases of ginger ale delivered 
“tight away, please,” and they would be 
everlastingly surprised and wounded that 
there were no limes, no alligator pears, no 
endive. “What! You don’t carry it! 
they would exclaim, in incredulous voices. 
“Oh, well, this is the country!” And Ellen 
would glance sideways at the strange mer- 
chandise on the shelves of Mr. Parker's 
store—chutney from India, pale grated 
cheese from Italy, even bamboo sprouts 
from the Orient—all of them, things for 
whose presence there she was responsible, 
all of them delicacies which made Parker's 
the mecca of the summer people and her 
own salary the almost inconceivable one of 


(‘I ask the stars,” sang Ellen. And 
then just at the place where Karl leaned 
forward to kiss her, Andy came down 

the aisle. 
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eighteen dollars a week, and her gray eyes would grow cold with anger. 

Summer people! How she hated them! Yet that, and more she could 
have borne and not really cared. It was their relationship with Andrew 
Freeman which was unendurable. a 

Her hands dropped to her lap and she ceased crying. Somehow she 
couldn’t cry with any real conviction when she was thinking of Andy. 
She loved him; she had always loved him—and he loved her. Even when 
he made her miserable she found an underlying happiness in the mere fact 
of his existence, an exultant pride because he was her own. Ever since they 
had been children, Memorial Day, with its first trainloads of summer 
people, had automatically taken part of Andy away from her, just as 
Labor Day returned him to her, intact. So probably it would always be. 
The real Andy belonged to her, and she knew it. 

Everyone in Dorset knew that she and Andy would be married as soon 
as Lulie was through Normal School and could help support their mother, 
as soon as Andy had the greenhouses on a paying basis. Her heart beat 
faster as she thought of the greenhouses. The trucking business which he 
had started when he finished high school, had ended disastrously, But the 
Sreenhouses were a good thing, and Andy’s interest in them was holding 
out. Desperately she worked to restrain him from enlarging them; there 
Were now only six notes remaining to be paid; by autumn, profits could 

counted really as profits. 

The violets grew thickly; she took off her soft felt hat and dropped 
them into it, and the wind blew her brown hair into tendrils about her 
tanned face. Leaning forward, she could see her own oval face, reflected 
in the brook. Wide-apart gray eyes, a firm, rather serious mouth. She 
nodded at it, gravely, and then, abruptly, she laughed at herself. To think 
that she had been crying! She, Ellen Cook, twenty-three years old, with 
the task of making Andrew Freeman Dorset’s leading citizen, before her! 
Not such a difficult task, with everyone loving Andy as they did. They 
loved him, men, women and children, for his virtues, his generosity, bis 
friendliness, his charm. 

She took the lower road and paused, at the top of the hill above the 
town, to survey with a sort of maternal solicitude the glass roofs of the 
greenhouses, flashing in the sun. Above the green door of the office hung 
the painted sign: Dorset Greenhouses—Andrew Freeman, Proprietor. 

fone pee air hes deliciously heavy with the smell of earth and growing 

ants, as she opened the door; i 
Pp es ener ; she set down her.hat and crossed the office 

Andrew Freeman was thinning out young zinnia plants; hi cut 
sharply against the luminous glass, was serious; the stranied ae lay 


warmly on his thick hair. He turned i . ¢ 
irregular small-boy’s grin. , and solemnity vanished before his 


“Hi, yourself, Nelly!” 

She remonstrated feebly as his hard yo . 
laughing mouth pressed firmly upon ee ung arms went about her, as his 

“Do you realize that this place has glass walls?” 
trying to pull hersell away diva line. g alls?” she demanded, severely; 

“Who’s throwing stones?” He laughed at her, hi ; 
his head bent so that his face was close to hers.” Leughie still about her, 
sometimes, too, there might be tears and Andy, but sees ee ge he 
near him. Laughter welled within her, exultant laughter Een 8 = fs 
given voice. “C’mon in the office. I was just getting ace san Pats 
for Mis’ Kensington.” ; plants 

His arm still about her waist, they returned alon 
the cooler chamber. : : 

“Vou having supper with us tonight, Andy?” Her voice Was cacaale Her 


& the narrow Jane into 


(As the love song on the stage progressed, Ellen was 
Andy's presence down in the orchestra, his eyes somb 
deringly, fixed upon her. 


conscious of 
erly, smoul- 
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heart thumped, as it always thumped when she was beside him. 

“Uh-huh. Gotta go early, though. Betsy Burt wants me 
to drop in an’ help her make plans for her new garden. They’ ve 
got a swell new car—Panhard roadster. I had it out this 
morning.” He sprawled in the swivel chair, long legs out- 
stretched, lighted a cigarette with a swift scratch of his 
blackened thumbnail upon the match. 7 

Ellen looked at him. Last summer, it had been Leila 
Kensington who had needed his attention and advice so often. 
And now Mrs. Burt had a new roadster and a new garden and 
a delicious inability to cope with either of them alone. In 
spite of herself, she smiled. It was irritating, but it was also 
more than a little absurd, the frankness with which these 
summer women pursued Andy: 

“How can you go on looking ten years old, Andy Freeman?” 
she demanded. “My land, in another five’ years, people’ll be 
taking me for your mother!” 


Ths cloudless blue eyes grinned at her. “Li’l half pint!” he 
retorted affectionately. “Gosh, Nelly—”’ The telephone was 
Tinging; his brown arm, with the shirt-sleeve rolled up, brushed 
her nose as he reached out to pull it toward him. “Yeah? 
Ob—hello, Mis’ Burt.” He leaned back in the chair, with 
an amused flash of his eyes at Ellen, the cigarette still dangling 
from’ a corner of his mouth. “Yeah? Well, I told you they 
wouldn’t grow in that soil, didn’t 1? Maybe next time—’ 
His grin made the cigarette’s position Precarious; he removed 
it, chuckling, still looking at Ellen, as though they shared an 
intense amusement. “As a gardener you're sure one swell 
taxi-cab driver!” Ellen could hear the soprano of Betsy 
Burt’s voice tinkling over the Wires, punctuated by vivacious 
laughter. ‘Huh? Yeah,.I could stop in to Joe Callahan’s 
an get you a bottle. Four dollars a quart, I think.” Ellen’s 
lips tightened. “An’ don’t kill any more plants ’til I get 


there. Bye-bye.” He shoved the tel inst the 
wall, and grinned at Ellen. € telephone back agains 


“Gee, you're fresh!” she commented. 


He rescued his cigarette. « ke G ea 
as ten: Barette. “Aw, they like it, Nelly! ’S 


“Oh, it’s business, is it!” 
which was difficult to do w 
Are you a florist or a bootl 
; He laughed imperturbably. “Oh, she’s got some folks comin’ 
in Gite ce ay renee know how they are.” 
ot to get home,” ve i “You’ ‘lox 
about six, Andy?” es pee eel be “ous 
ne pulling her head down to him so that he could 
SS her. With an abrupt, unexpected gesture, he ran his 


a ee through her hair, tumbling it relentlessly about 


“Oh, Andy!” Through i i 
Tod cteproving. Howe the disordered mass, she tried to 


ue g many times—” 
Naige” I said I love You!” he sang at her. “Love me, 


. “Oh—yes!” Her mouth 
‘You be on time, now! T’ll 


She was trying to look severe, 
hen she was looking at Andy. 
egger, Andy Freeman?” 


quivered with indignant laughter. 
make hot biscuits.” 

n she closed the door and went 
fick Heer e, her own heart laughed within 


He laughed with her moth i 
flirted with her, and Mrs, Cook ey 


y it. It had always been 


“Well, babe—got to toddle deg? ie 


She rose, too. “Gee, I wish you didn’t have to!” They 
8 pictures, sitting close together 
ngers entwined. She stood at the 
stfully as he bounded into his car 
ad toward the Burts’ modern Basque 


” Burt’d be satisfied with two 
arked, finally. 


, really, could any woman be 

y? Unseen, she 
flushed. Sometimes the extent oe ae ae aa 
embarrassed her, It seemed, well, silly! 


Shutters everywhere were bein ingles 
ig flung back upon the shingles 
and clapboards of summer cottages; awilags flared against 
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the blue skies. Hills that had been dark shadows against the 
evening sky were now spotted with lights. There was no 


‘time for casual conversation, no time even for casual thought, 


in Parker's store. Ellen rushed from the counter to the 
telephone in a ceaseless dance. “Can you wait on me, please? 
I'm in a frightful rush . . .” 

“Well, Ellen Cook, have you married that handsome man 
of yours, yet?” 

Ellen flushed with pleasure at the warm voice that sounded 
from the open doorway. 

“Oh, Mrs. King!” “She hurried toward her and the older 
woman bent forward to kiss her. “When did you get here?” 

“Last night.” The Kings, who slaved and sweated and 
swore all through the winter months managing a small theater 
in New York, spent their summer months in a vacation of 
slaving, sweating and swearing over a little theater in Dorset. 
“So you hayen’t married him, yet?” 

Ellen shook her head. “This fall, I guess. Lulie gets 
through Normal this month; the greenhouses are doing grand 
and Andy’s working so hard!” 

Mrs. King pinched her cheek gently. “Oh, Ellen, Ellen, 
you're a fine, brave child!” Her hand rested for an instant 
on the girl’s shoulder. “We've got the usual boarding-house, 
™my dear. Joe’s kid brother’s with us, Minna Roth and her 
new husband—the Grifonis are coming Saturday—and a new 
man, Karl Flecker.” As she talked, her large, golden-brown 
eyes smiled; it seemed to Ellen that as definite a warmth, a 
glow, radiated from the person of Muriel King as from an 
Open fire. 

Summer people! There were some like the Kings, some 
few who realized that the reality of Dorset lay, not in their 
own small group, but in the citizens whose ancestors had 
founded and built it. The rest of them gushed over the town, 
its quaintness, its charm—and tried to crowd from it the men 
and women who had made it. 

Summer people! 

Later in the afternoon, a green roadster sped by, and Andy’s 
hand waved to her, lifted from the wheel; beside him, Betsy 
Burt was a docile and admiring Passenger. Ellen didn’t bother 
to return his greeting. Summer was summer, and Andy was 
Andy, and she knew quite well that she could either like it 


_ or lump it. There were six notes still to be paid on the 


greenhouses and the money of hero-worshiping ladies was as 
good—and infinitely more ready—than the money of ordinary 
gardeners. : 

“Nelly2” A 

They were returning together from the movies in his own 
car; Ellen’s mouth jerked into a grin at the tone of his 
voice. How well she knew him! 

“What you done, now?” she asked, : 

_ “Ain’t done nothin’, teacher!” His right hand was clasped 
tightly about hers. “D’you care if T don’t take you to the 
dance Sat’day? You've been to so many of ’em. Lord knows, 
I wish I didn’t have to go, but Mis” Burt’s sister's comin’ 
down and she asked me would I go along with them and 
after all she’s ordered and everything I didn’t see how I 
could refuse.” 

“I see,” said Ellen, still smiling. 


Awp what if she did care? What if she said, “Yes, I 
do care! I want to go!” What then? She shrugged. Then 
Andy would be sorry; he'd take her to the dance. 

“No, I don’t care,” said Ellen. —~ 

But she cared after supper, Saturday, when her mother 
looked up from her rocking and said, “Well, isn’t it “bout 
time for you to be gettin’ ready, Ellen Cook?” J 

“T’m not going,” said Ellen, shortly. “Andy's going with 
the Burts—they needed an extra man.” 

Mrs. Cook contemplated her daughter for a full minute 
before she spoke. “I didn’t know as Andy was an extry 
man!” she said, then. “I was kind of under the impression 
he was your man! But I suppose you know your own 
business!” she sniffed. 

Ellen smiled in spite of herself. It was so exactly what 
she didn’t suppose—her own mother and Andy’s mother and 
everyone else in Dorset—they worried, all of them, so much 
more than she did, at these summer lapses of Andy’s. ; 

After church, the next morning, she tried to avoid Andy’s 
mother, but escape was impossible. 

“You've got to do something "bout Andy, Nelly! You 
know what time he got in this [Continued on page 62| 


(04, bello, Mis’ Burt,”’ he Said, w 
lips tightened. It was irritating 


ith an amused flash of bis eyes at Ellen. Ellen’ s 
the way these summer women pursued Andy. 
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CC Above) The road past the. country 
school-house, down which the younger 
generation threaded its way from farms 
and hamlets. Before the days of the 

motor bus. 


(Below) The log-cabin school Abra- 
ham Lincoln attended. The hardy 
pioneer combined letters with rail 
splitting. The beacon-light burned in 
darkness, and forth came Greatness. 


((Below) Today from out the clustered homes and 
shops and factories of city life, the modern school 
looms like the medieval castle on the Rhine. It 
serves as symbol of this nation's faith in the edu- 
cation of the masses—the right of each individual to 

mental preparedness. 


Photos by Brown Dros. 


CC Above) Of all the fa- 
miliar objects in the 
old school-room, the 
stove was the most 
conspicuous. The" big 
fellers’ kept the school 

fires burning. 


CCRight) The old 
wooden frame school- 
house, with the bell, 
like a bird's nest 
clinging to the clap- 
boards, marked the 

70's and 80's, 


€ i 
New England 


Primer put 
fear into the heart of 
youth, Spelling was 
the pleasure, and sin 
the ever-present menace. 


C(Below) Millions of dollars in property and in structures pour 
yearly into new school-houses—imposing institutions with latest 
equipment and certain luxury and beauty. This is the George 


Washington High School in New York. 


HISTORY 


cAS LPOLD IN. PIGLOR ES 


§The School-House Grows Up$® 
(The Twelfth article in a series which show 


changes in our ideas governing morals, 
manners, city and country ways, skylines, 
industries, travel, sport and entertainment 


Arranged and Commented upon by + 


MONTROSE J. MOSES 


ITH great tenderness, I dug among 

my hoarded treasures of youth and 

brought forth the slate that I had 

-. used when I went to school. “There,” 
i ane to the Boy, “is the field of the Battle of 
_ Arithmetic.” But I’ might just as well have 
exhumed the left wing of the Dodo bird for all 
the recognition the innocent little book-slate called 
forth. When I explained, with the meticulousness 
of a footnote, what it had been used for in the 
ancient days when I was young, he smiled con- 
descendingly, “We don’t use such things. They 
are unsanitary!” Probably they were, now I 
come to think about it: the moist grimy hand 
that played upon its surface; the impatient breath 
or ever-ready saliva that used to be an aid to 


erasing; the mixture of butt 
on the’ surface of the sla ie ee 


marks more white. Surel 


The Burning of Mr. Jouw Rocens.| seme fizw dye before his death be eerste Uefa | 
lowing advice to bis children. 
my children, to my words, 
whom'God hath dearly bought,.-~  - 

Lay up his laws within your hearts, 

and priat them in your thought, | | 
-T leave you hicre a little book, 

for you to look upon, 

‘That you may foe your father's face, 

when he is dead anid goue 
Whe for the hope of heavenly thingss 

while he did here remein, 
Gave wxcr all his golden years 

ta prifon and to pain. 
Where L among my iroa bands 

enclofed in the dark, 
ee Not many days before my deathy 
t. obs Regert, minitler of the gofpel | 1 did compafe this work. 

in London, was the firt martyr in) And for example to your youth, 

Queen Mary's ign, and was burnt atSaith- | ro whom 1 wifhall good, 
fill, February the fourteenth, 15543 bis’) 1 fend you here GUD's perfedt truth, 
wife, with nine {mall childres, and ongatber | apd feal it with my blood, - =) 
breally following bim to the fakes with | Ty yon, my lieirs of earthly: things, 
which forrowful fight he was not in the lealk | ~ “which I dw leave behind, 


dagoted, bur with wonderful pati dicd inderflan 
coucageoully Tor the gofpel of Jesus Cwaien. | hat 74 may read end underfland, 





and keep it in your aid 


CThis cheerful picture of martyrdom was put 
into the early New England Primer. 
Youth had to contemplate dreadful things. 


to the purchase, as in the case of 
Henry Ford, who would have re- 
linquished any number of cars to 
get hold of the McGuffey’s Reader 
he used when he was at school. 
But the fact is that the whole 
history of this country may be 
traced in these curious school- 
books which, from generation to 
generation, have been important 
agents in bringing up childhood in 
the way it should go. 

And the way children should go 
was largely a matter of etiquette, 
based on the social ideas held by 
their elders. Caxton, the great 
Printer, issued a Book of Curtesye 


. e o . * :. 
te to make the pencil CThe born-book of the early way back in 1479: direct, simple, 


more vigorously miacticall Pencil and paper are settler's child dangled at its unaffected, unmistakably peremp- 


of the fashion of yesteryear! 
But I was not to be outdone, 


I sighed in memory waist—the a-b-c and Lord's 
Prayer, covered over with a 


I held up my thin layer of horn and put in “To hym that is your felawe ande 


tory in its spirit: 


agate marble, with its half moons beneath the @ frame—this was the badge 


oe Se Seat surface like scars upon the 
fade aie blesciey ent ee went back to little 
Bravel for ether age te oni at used to stand up 
ack at. This veteran of a 
aapue ee drew favorable response. The little cream 
ire sc File Pa 7 bopigh might have been 
he swo: - it was a hero; there we 
a a 6 pe ee wore. F egraae hits A he 
) © of school life may change, me 
mer become antiquated, but games ate tie flblen oe 
p a And children vary only as the world shackles them, 
eae school bag is a pathetic museum. The further 
oui travel in American history the more curious the 
na ition, and the more likely are you to see how far 
afield was the educator in his effort to raise the youngster 
be his | state of original sin into the realm of law- 
: iding citizenship. Jonathan Edwards spoke of children 
if young vipers, and infinitely more hateful than vipers.” 
that be so, it was necessary, as quickly as possible, to 
Set them into the state of mind where they would have 
Dut one inevitable answer to Cotton Mather’s question: 
Whether they had rather enjoy God, than have all the 
Enjoyments in this World?” The school-book of colonial 
days was severe; it drew awe from the soul of youth; it 
gave him graveyard stories; it thrilled with the marvels 
of A-B-C, extracting from the single letter A one of the 
basic principles of theology: 


“In Adam’s Fall 
We sinned all.” 


The tempting prices brought in the book-market for 
original copies of the New England Primer indicate that 
we are proudly conscious of the value of our educational 
curiosities. There may be a sentimental value attached 


; pere 
of knowledge. Gyve ye fair language and a 


frendly chere. 


“And when ye speke loke men in the face 
With sobre’ chere ande goodly semblaunce. 


“If your helping is not large, don’t grumble.” 


Well on to five hundred years ago—one can see tae 


rs today; 


disciplinary problems then were not unlike ou the child 


and probably handled more effectively because 
was less free, more to be seen and not heard. | ate 
There is never an ointment without a fly in it, ea Re 
school-books of the past were brimming over bis re 
moral corrective which went hand in hand pele : 
master’s rod or the public whipping post or the sore 
its attendant dunce’s cap, We who read Nicholas Nic ; » 
and tremble indignantly over the school of Squeers; e 
who have a sentimental sorrow over the placard worn by 
David Copperfield with the words, “He bites,” put up! i 
it as a shameful badge of disobedience by a stern sae ; 
are forgetful of the fact that the adage to ca : 
rod and spoil the child’ was truthfully believed an 
legally maintained by laws which gave the teacher a 
privilege to tatoo the victim with moral rectitude, ei : er 
by hitting him on the head with the staccato rap 0 ts 
thimble worn by the dame, or by pinning on him ie 
sign “Lying Ananias” by the school-master whose qui 
dripped ink of scorn from his inkhorn. Morality and 
theology went hand in hand, therefore, and we value 
above all documents George Washington's “110 Rules of 
Civility and Decent Behavior in Compaiy and Conversa- 
tion,” copied off by him with painstaking care. And 
probably with ink made according to the recipe contained 
in so many Readers of the early days. For the school 
children, who were our forefathers, did not have the 
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conveniences of the modern public school child: there 
were no fountain pens, no smug bottles of ink, no super- 
quality paper. To take a writing lesson then was to 
carry with one a “kit” as complicated as the Boy Scout 
outfit : 

“A pen-knife, quills, paper, good and free ink; 
likewise a flat ruler for sureness; and a round one 
for dispatch; with a leaden plummet or pencil to rule 
lines: Also gum sandrich powder with a little cotton 
dipped therein, which rub gently over the paper to 
make it bear ink the better.” 

How strange and quaint the phraseology and ingredients, 
which oftentimes set us over-educated mortals of the 
modern school guessing as to what it all means. These 
text-books, which Cotton Mather regarded as “little water- 
ing pots to shed good lessons,” aimed at accuracy. But 
an examination of the ancient school bags will reveal the 
startling fact to the educator who aims at exactitude, 
that learning becomes often antiquated because of the 
fact that the world moves apace and with it the child 
interest and material progress. 

As a matter of fact, the Arithmetic became emotional 
when it reflected the spirit of the time. I have seen a 
mental arithmetic issued, supposed to be for Southern 
consumption during the Civil War, which proposed, with 
the use of numbers as quoted, this very “sensible” and 
“evident” situation: 

“If five Confederate soldiers can lick twenty Yankees, 

ho many Yankees can ten Confederate soldiers 

ck. 

_ Contemporaneousness, therefore, is the historical attrac- 
tiveness of the ancient school-book. Geographies in the 
days of Jedidiah Morse, revered Pioneer, spoke in terms 
of territorial expansion and of limited means of trans- 
portation, and we can imagine the youngsters tracing with 
avidity the postroads of the time, or taking to heart, with 
blushing cheeks, the admonition of Noah Webster in the 
Blue Back Spelling Book that “It is a mean act to deface 
the figures on a milestone.” But such rudimentary lines 
of communication (later revived in the modern motor 
highways) were soon to be discounted in the text-books, 
for Peter Parley, in his Geography of 1837, announced 
the tender railroads—‘they are found so useful, that, for 
carrying passengers from one place to another, they have, 
on many routes, taken the place of stage-coaches.” The 
Arithmetics also caught the contagion of new invention, 
and problems kept up with the advance of speed. Here 
is an 1832 “sum”: y 

“The Baltimore railroad cars run 12 miles an hour; 

what is 4/7 of it?” 

One might almost say of these faded books of knowledge 
that if one reads apace in them, one can tell almost in 
what year they were used. Whether it be Mrs, Stowe’s 
“Uncle Tom’s Cabin” or a text-book, the spirit of 
Abolition was uppermost in mind, and I see the school 
page now on which occurred this: 

“Q. Are there any slaves in Massachusetts? 
A. NONE!” 

And there are pages of antiquated information con- 
tained in the Geography: 

“The number of post-offices in the United States in 

1811 was 2,043. The mail was carried 46,380 miles 

in stages, and 61,171 miles in sulkies and on 

horseback,” 

The time will come when Lindbergh’s mileage as a 
mail-carrier will be as minimized in popular fancy, though 
I imagine that two hundred years hence his feats will 
be as legendary as the expedition of the Golden Fleece. 
In the same book, Detroit is spoken of “as the capital 
of Michigan Territory” and St. Louis mentioned as “the 
capital of the Territory of Louisiana.” These out-of-date 
statements might seem stranger to us, had there not been 
a World War which upset geographical fact so completely 
that maps have had to be redrawn with boundaries 
readjusted. 

I have allowed my fancy to play around the fascinating 
book by Clifton Johnson, called “Old-Time Schools and 
School-Books,” (Macmillan) and taken heed of Mark 


Sullivan’s tribute to McGuffey, whom he believes gave 
these United States their ethical and patriotic background 
by the selections chosen for reading exercises and_plat- 
form oratory, and I have read some of the ancient Books 
of Courtesie that revealed snobbery according to the 
rank of the person before whom one was supposed to 
take off one’s cap. There was much to be said for the 
old type education, the old type school. 

The fear of the Lord and the broomstick created a 
reverence which is lacking in the janitor-kept modern 
building with its latest type ventilation; the little horn- 
book which many children kept dangling from a cord 
around their waists (with its alphabet and Lord’s Prayer 
and simple a-b, b-a syllables) turned out spellers who 
didn’t have to be taught all over how to spell when they 
went to college, as we do today. They were given 
exercises in Orthography to correct, such as one finds in 
a faded 1826 book: 

“Nolledge is the best foundashun ov happines. Its 

kultevashun in yuth promotes vertshu, bi kreating 

habits oy menttal disseplin; and ‘bi inkulkating a 

sense ov morral oblegashun.” 

Maybe Artemus Ward was having fun at our expense 
after all! 

In this cursory review of changing fashions in school- 
ooks, one sees the human equation of the teacher and 
the problems of the village, the backwoods, the growing 
town, with the increasing needs of academies and colleges, 
which began to sprout in this country almost as soon as 
the first harvest of farm produce. It was arduous and 
exacting, and much entered into “going to school” that 
had little to do with actual book. learning: gathering the 
wood for the stove, sweeping the room for the morrow 
{all tasks for the older children), acting as monitor over 
the lunch baskets, bringing the spring flowers for “Recita- 
tion Day.” 


The child today is made familiar with things that 


would have startled old New England into believing that - 


witchcraft was rampant again. Were the teacher forced, 
as he was of yore, to board in rotation among the families 
in his locality, he would be concerned at seeing a new 
Set of interests in the child life. Intelligence is spread 
over a wider area, and youth is tested scientifically by 
the Binet laboratory method to find out where he should 
be placed in the scheme of education, so as not to waste 
time. The years were longer when they were not filled 
with so much distraction; and when it comes to actual 
sport in the school, we wonder whether childhood did not 
get pleasure out of life, despite that the sole object of 
learning to read was so as to read the Bible at an early 
age. The “recess” hour from generation to generation 
will show the same queer changes in games as one finds 
In text-books, and in the style of children’s clothes. Folk 
tales do not vary any more sharply than, for instance, the 
Counting-out games of children—from Virginia, for example: 

“One’s all, two’s all, zig’s all san, 

Bobtail, nanny-goat, tittle tall-tan, 

Harum, scarum, Virgin Mary, 

Singleum, sangleum, Jolly oh, buck!” 

In fact, though education may be specialized, and the 
Problems become greater because of the crowded con- 
ditions created by economic struggle; though the school 
Population is not so homogeneous as of yore, Americanism 
being the aggregate of diversity, the education of the 
child has not gone so very far in its stride. And I am 
wondering how much of real value it has dropped by 
the wayside. ; 

We all have our memories, our shudders when we see 
McGuffey’s Reader, or Swinton’s Reader; when Morse’s 
or Mauray’s Geographies or Goode Brown’s Grammar 
come to light. But we have a tender feeling for them, and 
for the little red or white school-house. And the ringing of 
the school bell, the shout of pupils and the clan feelings 
among the young are today as they were and will be for 
many years. . 

Despite Pestalozzi, Froebel, Horace Mann, Montessori 
and all the other discoverers of child intelligence, the 
genus school child is just the same. 


CC Above) Sweeping the countryside with a bus and arbres up the 


young of school age, to fetch and carry them to the 
from home—the modern idea. 


CCAbove) A sound mind in a sound body. The modern 
school has its up-to-date gymnasium, with daily 
instruction which is more than the radio “‘ setting 
up'’ exercises. Not alone bays, but girls as well, 
find it incumbent on them to put in so many hours a 

term “keeping fit.”" 


est school miles 


CCAbove). The modern school, besides clinging to the ancient and 
honorable three Rs, likewise believes in demonstrating laws of 
progress by active interest in the latest scientific achievements. Here 
is @ class eagerly intent on making @ contribution to aviation. 


CLeft) In these enlightened 
days it would seem that a 
tooth-brush drill would be 
unnecessary, But, alas, 
under social Stress, not every- 
one believes that cleanliness 

#5 Next to godliness. 


CRight) The visiting nurse 
comes to give the **once over’ 
to many schools. Eyes, ears 
and noses are checked up, 
and beremptory advice is 

Stven where needed. 


Left) If children 
cannot go to na- 
ture for the study 
of natural history 
and botany, then 
nature is brought 
to them. Bottled 
pollywogs are next 

best to creeks. 


CCLeft) Educational 
dramatics give outlet 
to the youthful in- 
stinct to “play act’’. 
The theater equipment 
of the modern school is 
important. And some 
of these “‘little the- 
aters’ do creditable 

work, 


((Below) Culinary art is an important road to 
safe matrimony. It is also very necessary where 
girls become “‘little mothers’ to their over- 

crowded families. 
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ARRY, suppose you had the ch » Tyr 
€: , ae ance to marry Tyra 
Karlson, would you take it?” i ae eee tbukaie, (ie 


Pekar lawyer, speaking to his young assistant, poration had recently brought Tyra from Sweden, only be- 
Larry was i ycoff, scion of a proud old Alabama family. cause her director, Furnhjelm, whom they wanted badly, 
movies Gl whet Gee from a disappointing “flier” in the refused to come without her. In her first American picture 
of Tyra Keavieo i not recovered from was the sight her appeal was so unmistakable that Aragon knew it had a 

The da Bahed thi ovely motion picture actress. find.” Immediately another picture corporation offered her 
Miss Ranson er Is Conversation took place Larry had met a contract which Aragon did not desire to meet. Aikman, 
thrilled when a r. Aikman’s office and was surprised and Tyra’s lawyer, realized that Aragon would resort to strategy 
to lunch, B . gentleman asked him to take Miss Karlson m order to keep her. The Immigration Laws permit the 
t table th y the time Larry and Tyra were facing each other picture companies to bring in alien actors for whom they are 
a aoe they were laughing and chatting like old friends. responsible, and the government or the particular company 


M Aikman now related to Larry that the Aragon Film Cor- can have these aliens deported at any time as they are-not 


_<IMITE 





rest, 


cilzens. But these laws make it ¢asy in the case of a woman, 
to become a citizen of the United States. All that is necessary 
is for her to marry an American citizen and live with him for 
one year. “If Tyra marries,” Aikman told Larry, “she can at 
the end of a year get her citizenship papers and Aragon’s 
Power over her is gone. The marriage will be merely a form, 
although no one must know that, and a divorce can be quietly 
arranged at the end of the year.” 

Larry fought against his impulse to accept, fearful of what 
Tyra would think of a man who would be willing to marry 
under such circumstances, but he was too romantic to resist 


CLs occurred to me, Tyra," Larry went 
on, ‘in view of the fact that you need 4 with each other. He seems mighty taken up 


~ - tBy & 

Octavus 
Roy 

Cohen 


the lure. He consented. Until the day she 
had lunch with him, Tyra had rejected the idea 
of this marriage for expediency. But now it 
seemed to her like a glorious, dangerous ad- 
venture! 

And so they were married! The Aragon Film 
Company, when they heard of it, realized that 
it was the clever plan of Tyra’s lawyer. They 
concealed their chagrin but set to work secretly 
to outwit Aikman. 

At the end of his first month of married life 
Larry was abysmally miserable. He played well 
his part as Tyra’s husband and never gave a 
sign of his deep love for her. 

Julia Morehouse, a scenario writer, while 
doing a special story for Tyra to star in, saw 
how things were between them. Despite Larry’s 
reserve on the subject she suggested that he take 
Tyra out alone occasionally, and that very night 
he broached the subject. Tyra was delighted 
and after a very happy evening together she 
told him, “It has been glorious, Larry! I hope 
we will do this soon again!” 


UFUS. SWAYNE was his most suave 


a and polished self. He focussed his 
kindly eyes on Mrs. Tallington, Tyra’s 
housekeeper. 


Otto Felder sat owlishly behind his massive 
desk, puffing nervously at a cigar. 

“IT want you to be certain of your answer, 
Mrs. Tallington,” said Swayne. “No guesswork. 
Are Tyra and this Wycoff really husband and 
wife?” 

The woman’s lips were straight and firm. Her 
eyes betrayed personal pique. 

“T don’t think so,” she said. 

“Why?” 

“Because they don’t act like husband and 
wife.” 

“How do they feel toward one another?” 

Martha Tallington hesitated. “That’s an- 
other thing I can’t answer for certain. I’m sure 
he’s wild about her, though—but as for Tyra 
... 1 may be crazy, Mr. Swayne—but I'd say 
she was crazy about him, and doesn’t know it.” 

“You think they’ll divorce after she gets her 
citizenship papers?” 

Mrs. Tallington shrugged. “It all depends 
on whether they find out that they’re in love 


? how wonderful it would be if you'd with Julia Morehouse, and I know Tyra don’t 
g0 with me to my home in Alabama!” 
“You and I, Larry?"’ she asked, her soul 
thrilling to the idea,** Just the rwoo fit” 


like it so much.” 

“What makes you think so?” 

“The way she looks at them. I wouldn’t say 
she was jealous. But it’s got her thinking.” 

“Always a dangerous thing for a woman,” 
said Swayne. He rose and bowed. “That will do, Mrs. 

ington.” 

ee her departure Felder asked. “What did you find out 
about this Wycoff, Rufe?” 

“Nothing that helps us. Southern blue blood and all that 
sort of stuff. Couldn’t touch him.” 

“He'd have his price.” 

“Not that lad. And certainly not if he was nuts about 
Tyra. No, Otto—we've got to try the other way.” 

Swayne buzzed for Felder’s secretary and dispatched her 
to stage number two to request Tyra’s presence in the office. 
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She came promptly, looking somewhat bedraggled in 
her drab costume. She wasn’t used to the heat and 
she was working hard. She sank limply into a chair. 

At first they merely condoled with her about the 
heat. Then they questioned her about her work and 
asked how she enjoyed it. 

“You like things here at Aragon, Tyra—yes?” Felder 
asked. 

She looked up in surprise. “Why yes—very much.” 

“We have done a lot for you. When we find you _ 
in Sweden you wasn’t nothing much more than an” 
extra girl. We spent a great deal to bring you over 
here and make you a great star ...I ain't saying 
we're unhappy about it, mind. But it does seem like 
a shame that another company is going to get all the 
benefit from what we done.” 

She was on guard now, her brain working at top 
speed. Her voice was soft and guileless. 

‘T hope I’m going to stay with Aragon, Mr. Felder.” 

“Why not?  Ain’t we been fair? Ain’t we offered | 
to tear up the contract you got with us at four | 
hundred dollars a week and give you a new one for 
twenty-five hundred?” 


“T’m worth a lot more than twenty-five hundred a 
week to Aragon, Mr. Felder.” 


“Now listen, Tyra,” interrupted Swayne smoothly. ’ Ww 


“Let me explain our situation. We're at war with 
New Art. We know they are after you, and we know 
that they will pay more than we can Possibly bid. 
But don’t you really think you owe a little something 
to the company which exploited you?” 

Certainly I owe you something. A debt of sentiment. 


But that is all. New Art has off 
a week for five years.” ered me ten thousand dollars 


“Crazy people!” 


“It seems so to me,” agreed Tyra. 


« F 
that when you ask me t But the fact remains 


E 1¢ to give up three hundred and seventy- 
five thousand a year, it is a little too much. What I am willing 
. do is this: If you can even come close to equaling New 

rt’s offer, I shall be mos’ delighted to remain with you.” 


“You are ungrateful,” said Swa: mE 
fallen into the hands of a shrewd ere baum 


She rose, a haughty, militant little figure. “That is true, Mr. 


Swayne. Mr. Aikman is too i 
a: shrewd to permit me to make a 


They sat in silence as 
Swayne was thinking. 
not going to get very far 
much difference between ou 
I’m counting on Aikman’s 


she vanished through the door. 
“With Aikman handling her, we're 
by kindness, Felder. There’s too 
Lee ante and New Art’s. And 
cleverness i 
He'll be clear-headed enough to Law. aren a all the 
ean I'm going to get what I want now by using a club on 


Summer blended into autumn and 
picked up accordingly. : peels ae 


“The Blonde Orchid” was released and K 
d arlso: 

a Se Sean etion, Lose Tyra, Beacon mice ter 

ey were determined to realize heavi i 
pa, Ml eavily on their very modest 

‘The Blonde Orchid” was a financial and artistic triumph. 

Meanwhile, the current production was exhausting the girl. 
It seemed to be sapping her magnificent vitality and night 
after night she sought sleep long before her regular hour for 
retiring. 

In the brief moments when they were together at dinner, 
Larry could see that all was not as it should be. He hesitated 
to advise her to take things easier. 


The new picture was at last completed. It remained now 
only to cut, assemble and title it. 

Tyra wearily changed into her street clothes and prepared 
a go home. Felder’s secretary found her in her dressing 

om. 


.\Mr. Felder would like to see you in his office, Miss 
Karlson.” , 


Five minutes later she tapped at the door and was bidden 
to enter. 

There were three men in the room: Felder huddled over his 
huge desk, peering at her with beady little eyes: Rufus Swayne 


sapditg like a great statue against the far wall, There was 






















CTyra looked so tired her appear- : 
ance frightened Larry. She de- f 
lighted at the worry which 
shone in his eyes. He yearned 
40 comfort away the haunting 
light in hers. 


d 
an 
also a third man unmistakably a foreigner. He was i He 
Slight and dark. His features were thin and sharp: 
affected a tiny mustache waxed to pinpoints. 

. ne didn’t know why the man was there, bu 
Is presence, 

She fell back on guard when Swayne spoke. rou oD 
Good afternoon, Tyra. We wish to congratulate ba 

e hew picture. It promises to be a very great suCet 
‘Thank you,” she said coldly—and waited. 

Swayne stared at her intently. - ked. 
ne are a very peculiar young woman,” he remar 

Ow? s 

ie smiled bleakly toward Felder. “Isn’t she a born actress, 
to?” 


t she resented 


te) 


“T'll say she is, Rufe.” , ” 
Tyra was angry. “If you don’t mind, Mr. Swayne, I Il go. 


ae 


AUGUST, 1928 


“But surely,” interrupted Swayne, his voice dripping honey— 
“surely, Tyra, you are not going to leave the room without 
speaking to your husband!” 

Tyra’s eyes darted about the room in search of Larry. Surely 
she couldn’t have failed to see him. . 

“Where is Larry?” 

“I didn’t say anything about Larry Wycoff,” answered 
Swayne smoothly. “I said your husband.” 

And now Tyra’s eyes turned to the thin-mustached foreigner 


who had risen and was gazing at her with expectancy. 
“I never saw that man before in my life—and you know it.” 
“Tyra! Do you deny that you married this man in Stock- 
holm precisely ‘three years ago and that you lived with him 
for several months?” 


“T do.” 
“That is most unfortunate,” observed Swayne with mock 
sorrow. “Because, Tyra, this gentleman has come all the 


way from Sweden to claim you. And he has brought with 
him proof which is incontrovertible.” 

“Will you kindly telephone Mr. Aikman,” she requested 
bleakly. “Until he gets here I shall have not another word 
to say.” 
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Tyra telephoned Conrad Aikman. “I must see you at the 

studio immediately,” she said. 

“Something wrong?” 
miesta 
He caught the nuance of worry in her tone. “Be right 

there. Where will I find you?” 

“Come to my dressing room.” 

She did not grasp the thing in its horrid entirety, but she 

did realize that this was the master stroke of a particularly 
vicious campaign against her. 

Aikman tapped on her dressing 
room door, and entered. 

“So Swayne and Felder have been 
up to something, eh Tyra?” 

“Yes. I was called into the office 
just now. A strange man was there 
—a ver’ obnoxious little man. Mr. 
Swayne says he is my husband who 
I married in Stockholm three years 
ago.” 

“Conrad Aikman was more per- 
turbed than he cared to admit. “I’ve 
been looking for something, Tyra— 
but not exactly this. Of course it 
goes without saying that you have 
never been married before?” 

“Certainly not.” 

He hesitated a moment, then spoke 
slowly. “If this man has proof that 
he is your husband—and you can 
trust Swayne to have supplied that, 
we'd have to go to Sweden for proper 
proof, and meanwhile you would 
have been plunged into trouble with 
the immigration authorities and also 
have been the victim of some mighty 
unpleasant publicity. Let’s go talk 
with them.” 

They were admitted instantly to 
the massive office of the president. 

- Swayne and Felder smiled unctu- 
ously. Aikman stared. 

. “Suppose now,” he said to Swayne, 
“that you tell me a little about your 
holdup. I’d like to know just where 
my client stands.” 

“Very well. Permit me, Aikman, 
to introduce to you Mr. Furth Han- 
sen of Stockholm. Mr. Hansen is 
Tyra’s husband.” 

“Why lie, Swayne?” 

Swayne’s face was turning purple. 
He controlled his voice with an ef- 
fort. “I won’t quarrel with you, 
Aikman. This gentleman arrived at 
the studio this morning. He said 
that he had seen Tyra on the screen 
in Brussels, and then made certain 
investigations. He learned that he 
was not mistaken—that she was his 
wife who had deserted him. 

“Tt seems that Mr. Hansen quite 
naturally expected that Tyra would 
deny her marriage, and so he brought 
with him proof enough to satisfy 
me the most skeptical Court. 

“It is unnecessary for me to ex- 
plain to a lawyer of your erudition, 

Aikman,” he went on, “just what this could mean. It is so 

horrible that I hope we can work shoulder to shoulder to 

disprove Mr. Hansen’s claims. Tyra came into this country 
on sufferance. In section seven of the immigration laws it 
provides that in making application the non-quota immigrant 
shall state the full and true name; age, sex, and race; the 
date and place of birth; the place of residence for five years 
immediately preceding the application, and, Aikman, last and 
most important—whether married or single. Do you follow 

” bh 
meQuite. Go ahead.” 

“Jn section twenty-two you will find that the government 
says—“Whoever knowingly makes under oath any false state- 
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ment in any application, affidavit or other document required 
by the immigration law or regulations prescribed thereunder, 
shall, upon conviction thereof, be fined not more than ten 
thousand dollars or imprisoned for not more than five years, 
or both.’ We find also in section fourteen a provision that 
any alien who at any time after entering the United States is 
found to have been at the time of such entry not entitled 
under this act to enter the United States . . . shall be taken 
into custody and deported. Now it seems, according to this— 
and if we are to believe Mr. Hansen—that Tyra misrepre- 
sented certain important facts in filing her application. She 
can be fined or imprisoned, or both. She would unquestion- 
ably be deported. And there is also the very interesting 
situation of her status as a bigamist.” 

“A sweet layout,’ Aikman said coldly. “The question 
is: What is your price?” 


“ 
L pow know what you mean by price, Aikman. Of 
course if you're considering buying Furth Hansen off, you 

Il find that your interests and those of Aragon are identical. 
We would be very glad to attend to that—provided of course 
tear would be willing to remain one of our happy Aragon 
amily. 

“Under the terms of your old offer?” 

“Certainly,” 

Aikman rose. “I’m not 
Swayne. You'll wait just 
cant Pat 0 cestray Tyra so long as there is 
chance that she’ll sign up wi 

fa teaane soe P with you for five more years. 

“Let’s go,” he suggested. 
clean air in our lungs.” 


going to answer you immediately, 
as long as I say. Because you 


“It'll be a relief to get a little 


a keen lawyer, and he had a 
yne’s ability. It was upon this 
Tyra were alone together in 


“Swayne is not a fool,” he said abri A 
: y ; uptly. 
is taking a long chance, but he’s sure of hig Pies wae “a 

Tyra turned a drawn face toward Aikman, “I want you 
to cog everything to ™me—just as black as ibis,’ 

“Once they are convinced that i mai ith 

nce | at you will not remain with 

oak Aikman began, “Aragon will see that Hansen files his 
igamy charges publicly. The company will immediately 
notify the Federal authorities and the least that will happen 
to you will be deportation. There is also the State to con- 
sider—it will interest itself in the bigamy charges. The papers 


vould be fil vi i 
The Bd with pictures of you and- Hansen and Larry. 


“Larry?” she interrupted sharply, 

“Of course. Conjecture would be thinly veiled. The 
practical reason for your marriage would be discussed.” 

Larry. He is a gentleman—and he has been ver’ good to 
me. I imagine that his parents are ver’ fine and proud. What 
would it mean to him—and to them—if this thing came to 


me! Rather than drag him down, I will <j i 
which Mr. Swayne offers.” » Twill sign this contract 


The stern old lawyer felt a lump in his throat 

“Perhaps, Tyra—but not yet. _Your contract has six more 
si a Perhaps in that time we may succeed in doing 

She held out her hands to him. 
Mr. Aikman. But I must ask you 

“What is that?” 


Her eyes fell before his direct gaze. “Larry must not know 
of this. I care too much for him to make him suffer any 
more.” Her eyes blazed into his, Then suddenly her figure 
sagged and her voice came in a whisper. “I shall be much 
obliged if you will go now, Mr. Aikman, I am ver’ tired.” 

Tyra went immediately to her room after Conrad Aikman’s 
departure and remained there until the dinner hour. William 
informed Larry that Mrs. Wycoff was not feeling well. He 
raced up the stairs and tapped on her door. 

“Who is there?” Her voice sounded small and wan. 

‘Tt is I. Larry.” 


_ She drew the negligée tighter about her and seated herself 
in a chair. “Come in,” she called. 


Timidly, he pushed open the door, It was the first time 
he had visited her rooms, 


“I shall do what you say, 
one favor—one promise.” 
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Her appearance frightened him. She looked tiny in the 
big easy chair. The negligée, drawn about her figure, revealed 


_her glorious lines. 


For a few seconds, neither spoke. She delighted at the 
worry which shone in his deep, black eyes. He yearned io 


- comfort away the haunting light from hers. 


“What is wrong, Tyra?” 

“Nothing, Larry. I am just ver’ tired.” + 

“Gee! You poor kid. They've been working you too hard, 
he said. 

“Tt is not only the work, Larry. I have been worried.” 

“About what?” . 

“Oh . . . well, nothing special. I am not used to it when 
things do not go exactly right.” as 

He hesitated for a moment. “Anything wrong at home?” 

“No. It is at the studio. But it is nothing, so you will 
Please not to worry. I know you will not mind if I dine 
alone—ap here.” 

Pac ecenly.” He bowed rather formally and bade her good- 
night. . 

She sat staring at the door. Then her eyes filled with tears. 
She did not sob, her body did not quiver. She cried silently 
and quietly—but she was filled with a dreadful fear. 

It was not the situation as it applied to herself. She was 
thinking of Larry—of the man for whom she had come to 
care so deeply. Things were so different from what she had 
expected. 4 

It was shortly after nine o’clock when she crept out of bed 
and into her negligée. She wondered whether Larry was @ 
home. She wanted to talk with him. She needed company. 

She moved softly down the hallway. Voices came to her 
from below stairs, Soft, earnest voices. Her face grew white, 
and she came halfway down the stairs to substantiate « her 
ears. i 

An open fire blazed in the living-room hearth and before it 
Sat Larry and Julia Morehouse. He was stretched out in 
lazy comfort; she was curled up on the far end of the louale, 

She crept back to her lonely room. A great pain eas 
at her heart. She was jealous of Julia Morehouse—not ne 
eerse she was a woman, but because Larry found ease 

anner in her society, A 

As a matter of Ba the couple on the downstairs me 
wete not discussing Tyra’s picture. But they were hao 
Tyra, Julia was speaking in her quiet, crisp, direct eke e 

‘She’s played out, Larry. They've been driving her }i 
team of mules,” a ething 
else That's what she claims, Julia, But I’m sure it’s som 

« ; 

«Perhaps . . . yes, Larry—perhaps you're, right. 

Of course I am. What worries me is how 
what it is.” He flushed. “I’d rather not.” 


. “The stubborn 
Juni Snapped her fingers impatiently. tell you what I 


ihn een youth! I wish I dare 
“Shoot!” 
‘You'd ‘ . ” sides, 
ae rea me immediately, Be 
race tried 
wul say: Tyra needs catio 
and a complete changes” a Be 
‘You're right—of course,” ; 
ure I am. Now listen, what sort of a burg is th 
You occurred in?” par- 
. “Habersham?” Nol le— 
Ueularly lively—but nice. It has about five thousand Pespott 
maybe six. We have two good movie houses and we § 
a baseball team in a Class D league—” her 
i Fine. Why not bundle Tyra on the train and cat 
0 to Habersham for three or four weeks?” is eyes 
Take Tyra...” Suddenly he ceased speaking. His 
®pened wider and wild thoughts surged through his brain. . 
‘Your mentality isn’t entirely dead yet, eh Larry?” ease 
ulia. “Now, T’m not asking any questions. But get ian 
ut here in Hollywood you don’t amount to any more t in 
one half-melted snowflake in an Alaskan blizzard. But ik 
abersham, Alabama, I judge that you are considerable shel si 
Tt just struck me that anybody who might have got the idea 
that you were a puny deuce would wake up in Habersham 
to the realization that you are three [Continued on page 47) 
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to find out 


it’s none of my 


: breeze every 
seen the red flag waving 1 the 


B h 
ie ‘ But this muc 
to get intimately confidential. a regular rest— 
, 


at place 


His eyes grew soft. “Pretty. 





EDITORIALS 


A HIGH SENSE OF HUMOR NOT 
ONLY MAKES US:LAUGH AT 
OTHERS BUT AT OURSELVES $ $s 


B)HE first laughter was cruel. 

When our great grandpapas were ar- 
boreal, yells of merriment went up through 
i} the tree tops when some luckless one went 
too far out on a limb and it broke drop- 
ping him into the brambles below. When 
our cave dwelling ancestors took a crack at a sabre-toothed 
tiger and missed, getting his arm bitten off in retaliation, his 
hunting companions laughed with glee. 

The first step in the refinement of humor came when men 
laughed at others because they were pompous and unhorsed 
in some attempt to show off. Sympathy took the place of 
amusement when real misfortune overtook a well meaning 
individual. 

The next step forward was made when our ancestors learned 
to laugh at things instead of people. The whisking of a 
squirrel’s tail, the amusing antics of a baby duck or pup, the 
waddling attempts of a child learning to walk, a woman’s 
attempts to fasten peacock feathers in her hair to make herself 
as brilliant as the bird which originally wore them. 

Then came education. Pictures of amusing things amused 
because men had developed imaginations. Stories amused for 
the same reason. Men moved upward and onward. 

In its initiations the Shrine has capitalized this spirit of 
humor. No man is ever made really to suffer. We have 
passed the stage where humor is synonymous with pain. He 
is made to think he is going to suffer. He is made to be 
ridiculous. Pomposity is punctured, pride laughed to scorn, 
dignity bedeviled. 

This is not alone for the amusement of the Nobility. There 
is in it a real life lesson for the victim. It brings him one 
step nearer to humor in its highest and best. The last word 
in philosophy is to see the humor in our own misfortune. A 
really high sense of humor not only makes us laugh at others 
but at ourselves. 

No man can be really miserable, really bad, really dumb, 
really mean, if he can laugh at himself. To be sorry for 
oneself is an evidence of a low order of intellect, a tendency 
to misanthropy. To be able to laugh at oneself means one 
never can be beaten. 

The Salvation Army says a man may be down but he is 
never out. The man can neither be down nor out who can 
laugh when the joke is on him. Sometimes Nobles for an 
instant lose sight of the real foundation of the Shrine. Its 
very fundamental is deep rooted in hearty laughter. 

Fun is not the mere hollow sound of the tinkling cymbal. 
Fun was designed, by the wise men who originated the Shrine, 
for a real purpose; to plant smiles in a world too full of 
sorrow and to make laughing a science. é 

That Noble who has not learned to laugh at himself has 
missed one of the biggest lessons of the Shrine and one of 
the greatest joys of life. Nothing in the world is so funny 
as oneself if we just realize it. We stew and sputter, lose 
sleep and weight over things as trivial and unimportant as 
the gyrations of a kitten chasing its tail. 





“HASTY” DECISIONS SHOULD BE 
REFERRED TO COMMITTEES NOT 
LEFT TO IMPASSIONED ORATORS S$ 


FAHE animal kingdom contains no other beast, 
RY fish or fowl which stands up while it is 
4 sitting down. It is not a poor rule, applied 
H to penguins; it works both ways. A 
FY penguin also sits down while standing up. 
m This should be a great advantage to a 
penguin in getting its ideas across. No one ever pays the 
least attention to what is said while the speaker sits. Let 
him stand on his hind legs and say it in a Shrine meeting 
and he is greeted with uproarious applause. va 

A man may talk cleverly, logically, reel off statistics which 
prove his case, but if he does it while bent into angles like a 
carpenter’s rule, he gets no credit. , 

Let him pull the least joke on his feet, let him become 
emphatic and passionate in his eloquence while erect, let him 
spill his statistics while upright and he will win the votes 
and the plaudits of the crowd no matter how many sitting 
members may know he is wrong. 

All this is approaching in easy steps for little feet, the 
fact that_no crowd can be depended on to decide matters 
for the Shrine while under the influence of an impassioned 
orator. We pay entirely too much attention to oratory. Our 
mob psychology is all wrong. ; he. 

The Imperial Council learned this years ago. Today it is 
impossible for a passionate speaker who simply oozes eloquence 
from every pore and pimple to get away with anything. The 
one sovereign remedy for hasty action is to refer the matter 
to a committee. < ’ 

When three or four committeemen sit calmly listening, 
when the advocate can no longer stand on his feet and get 
the encouragement of applause, he has to “talk turkey” and 
depend on logic rather than waving arms and making the 

K ring. ‘ 
von feseoh taught by this wisdom of the Imperial Council 
can well be brought into use by local Shrine Temples. Hasty 
decision on important matters should be referred to appro- 
priate committees, to be brought back with recommendations 
later. The old banker’s adage, “When you must decide hastily 
say ‘No’”, applies to matters before a Temple. Few things 
are so pressing they must be decided at once. ; ; 

How lucky we are that there are so few penguin men in 
the Shrine who can sit down while standing up, and press 
matters as earnestly before a committee as before the Temple! 







Beecher said that a man without mirth is like a wagon with- 
out springs in which one is continually caused to disagreeably 
jolt by every pebble over which it runs in passing down the 
highway of life. 


When the piano has to be moved watch the operation. 
There is always one fellow who promptly picks up the stool. 





Bitter experience put the prod in Prodigal Son. 
37 





@ WITHIN THE SHRINE @ 


CWith the Imperial Potentate 


HE first swing around the circle of Imperial Potentate 

Frank C. Jones began when he left Houston on May 

24th for visitations to a group of Northwest temples. 

He was accompanied throughout by Mrs. Jones, and his 
escort was Past Potentate A. A. D. (Andy) Rahn of Zuhrah 
in Minneapolis. The departure from Houston was delayed 
a day because of the death in Dallas of the Imperial’s 
brother, Noble Fred A. Jones, a well known construction 
engineer. The trip to Denver was made in the business car 
of John A. Hulen, traffic manager of the Fort Worth and, 
Denver line. Fred A. Daggett, general passenger agent, was 
in charge of the party. 

Before making this trip the Imperial Potentate had appeared 
at three other temples—Morocco in Jacksonville on May Sth, 
three days after his election in Miami by the Imperial Council; 
Tripoli in Milwaukee, where the beautiful new mosque was 
dedicated on the 14th; Arabia in Houston, his own temple, 
which staged a monster reception in his honor on the 16th. 

En route to Denver four informal visits were made to 
temples. At Dallas the Imperial party was met by Potentate 
J. Tom Owens of Hella, together with his Divan and Past 
Potentates William R: Ellis, Charles W. Davis and John 
DeGrazier. Breakfast was served in the private dining-room 
of the Adolphus Hotel. 

At Fort Worth the party was greeted by Potentate Bob 
Stuart, the Divan and Past Potentate Jake Zurn, all of 
Moslah Temple. Potentate E. R. Ramsey of Arabia joined 
at this point on the way to Wichita Falls. 

The stop at Wichita Falls was brief. Potentate Martin D. 
Rowe, the Divan of Maskat Temple, and Past Potentates 
Cline and Shepherd, with their wives, met the party, and a 
reception was held in the Imperial Potentate’s car. 

Amarillo was reached on the evening of May 25th, where 
the trippers were met by Potentate J. H. Read and Divan 
and Past Potentate George Stapleton of Khiva Temple. Mayor 
Lee Rivens also extended a welcome and was a guest at 
dinner in the Imperial Potentate’s car. 

Denver loomed up at noon on May 26th, and the party 
was royally welcomed by the officers and members of El Jebel 
Temple. This carried with it the unusual honor of being 
greeted by two Past Imperial Potentates at once, both of 
El Jebel—Noble Albert B. McGaffey, the senior of them all, 
who ascended the throne on June 9th, 1897, and Noble James 
C. Burger, who was elected in 1925. Potentate George D. 
Begole, who is City Auditor of Denver, headed the greeters 
of El Jebel. Noble Benjamin F. Stapleton, Mayor of Denver, 
by his presence gave additional official éclat to the proceedings. 

The Imperial Potentate was escorted to the Ceremonial at 
El Jebel Temple and was received between lines of the 
uniformed organizations by Past Potentate George W. Vallery, 
Grand Master of the Grand Encampment, Knights Templar 
of the United States, and other officers of the Grand Bodies 
of Colorado Masonry. 

There was a banquet that evening, attended by the Divan 


officers, the Past Potentates, heads of organizations, officers 
of the Scottish and York Rites, and their ladies. 

On Sunday the party was conducted through the moun- 
tain park system owned and maintained by the city and 
county of Denver, and on Monday was shown the points of 
interest in and about the city. The Imperial guest did not 
play golf, but took a great interest in the inspection of the 
temple’s golf course of 200 acres, and the proposed country 
club, plans for which have just been completed, and which 
will be the new official home of El Jebel. Feeling that the 
new Imperial is of the same caliber of Nobles McGaffey and 
Burger, El Jebel elected him to honorary membership. He 
was also presented with a silver service. 

Leaving Denver for Rawlins, Wyoming, the Imperial party 
entered the domain of Korein Temple on the morning of May 
29th. At the Union Pacific station they found the Divan, the 
Patrol, the Band, and a reception committee, the entire con- 
tingent escorting them to Korein Temple. Then followed the 
First Section of the Ceremonial, an impressive representation 
of Arabian splendor. 

The luncheon for the Imperial Potentate was held in the 
Parco Hotel, attended by many officials and visiting Nobles. 
The parade started from the Temple at 2:00 P. M. At the 
evening banquet the music was supplied by the Sagebrush 
Syncopaters. The Ceremonial was then resumed, concluded 
by an address by the Imperial Potentate. Then came a smoker, 
the vaudeville talent being imported from Denver. 

Noble Roscoe H. Alcorn, Potentate of Korein, was in 
charge of the proceedings, assisted by Chief Rabban I. M. 
Conness, Recorder Charles Miller and others. Noble Conness 
was marshal of the day, Jim Christiansen was in charge of 
the Novices, and committee chairmen were D. R. House; 
L. E. Armstrong, Gus Fleischli, and W. W. Daley. t 

While on the way from Denver to Salt Lake City a 
brief stop was made at Ogden, Utah, the morning of May 30th. 
The greeters there were in charge of Noble E. A. Collins, 
president of the Ogden Shrine Club. There was a luncheon 
for the distinguished visitors in the Hotel Bigelow, a motor 
trip around the city, and dinner at the Hermitage. 

Potentate Begole of El Jebel and Mrs. Begole accompanied 
the party to Salt Lake City, the next stop, on May 3lst, 
where the officers of El Kalah Temple [Continued on page 43] 
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(With the Imperial Guest in Denver. Left to right—Benj. E. Stapleton, Mayor 
of Denver; Mrs. Frank C. Jones; Past Impertal Potentate Jas. C. Burger, El 
Jebel; Imperial Potentate Frank C. Jones; Past Imperial Potentate Albert B. 

McGaffey, El Jebel; Mrs. Geo. D. Begole; Fred Reed, Chief of Police, Denver; 

Geo. D. Begole, El Jebel's Potentate. 





(The Imperial party visits a Butte, Mont., mine. 1st row—Malcolm Gillis, 
Bagdad; Mrs. Hibbert; Mrs. F.C. Jones, and Andy Rahn, Jr. 2nd row 
—Alexander Christie, Bagdad; A. D. Wallace, Bagdad; the Imperial Poten- 
tate; Geo. W. Dart, Bagdad's Potentate; Past Potentate Chas. Beebe, Bagdad; 
Geo. O'Malley, Bagdad. 3rd row—Frank Mutch of Butte; T. Owen, Denver; 

Past Potentate Rabn, Zubrah, Minneapolis. 
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By Roe Fulkerson 


JHIS morning I saw a kid walking on stilts. 
Does it bring back memories to you, 
Noble, or were you one of those un- 
fortunate city bred boys who never made 
and walked on stilts? 
i =I was reared in a village where boys had 
to depend on their ingenuity for amusement. We made most 
of the things we played ‘with. What we made depended 
largely on our mood. 

My first stilts were the result of a temporary inferiority 
complex, I failed in a class in school; the report came home 
to my dad and he paddled one end of me under the impression 
that this was the way to get knowledge into the other! 

The result of my disgrace at school and paddling depressed 
me. No one appreciated me! Every one was down on me! 
I felt like the breaking up of a hard winter. So I wanted to 
feel Superior to the people who imposed on me; I wanted 
physical superiority to those who oppressed me. My teacher 
Was a big guy; my father was twice as big as I. They were 
aoe T felt took advantage of me because I was small and 

A couple of fence pickets or two scraps from the saw mill, 
with a triangular piece of wood nailed on each, lifted me up 
higher than they. Stilts made a giant of me; on them I was 
the biggest man in the country. 

.No boy is graceful on stilts. Few boys ever walk on them 
with any speed. I never knew a boy who really enjoyed this 
stiff legged business, which requires all one’s attention! ‘There 
is no fun in it except the feeling bigger, taller, superior to 
others. A boy uses them only to bolster up his opinion of 
himself, 

There is a great egotism in looking over the heads of others, 
a silly exaltation about looking down on them. Every one 
looks at a kid on stilts, just as I looked at the boy this 
morning. The stilt walker has the center of the stage for 
the nonce, whatever that is! 





When little boys who walk stilts because of an inferiority 
complex grow to be big men, the stilt walking idea often 
sticks. I know a lot of fellows who stalk through the world 
on stilts; lofty in conversation and “stilted” in diction. They 
look down on other people, over the heads of the common 
cs are lots of ways for grown ups to stilt-walk! Some- 
times it is stilt-walking conversation; the stilted gentleman 
rarely smiles, uses polysyllabled words and no slang, never 
allows himself to slump verbally or speak of trivialities. 

There is the stilt-walking of toadyism. These fellows never 
admire anything unless it came from abroad, never wear 
domestic clothes, don’t associate with people unless they are 
superior; they are climbers in reality. They never have the 
joy of a long confab with a Pullman porter to learn of his 
“loves and his crap shooting! A stilt walker walks alone. 

Tt is difficult for him to make friends. He must stoop low 
to speak in a friendly way. All who have walked on stilts 
know how hard it is to stoop; they are such stiff legged 

ings! 
ae can recall half a dozen such stilt-walking, stilted, stiff 
legged creatures. But do not despise them, Noble, any more 
than you despise that poor kid, humiliated by a sense of his 
own inferiority. That’s what’s the matter with all stilt 
walkers. They feel inferior. The mental stilts on which they 
walk stiff legged through the world are just to bolster up 
their self-respect. F 

Like the small boy, they want to look down on people; 
they want folks to look up to them. They want to feel above 
the common herd although in their heart of hearts they know 
they are not. They are all bluffers, like the small boy. 

A normal, healthy, happy boy doesn’t stay on his stilts. 
He staggers around for a day or two and then gets down into 
the dirt with other kids to play alleys. 

But the stilted man is a thing of pity. When he once gets 
up on his stilts the poor dumbbell [Continued on page 41] 
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CTIVITIES of the 
Temples, Units and Clubs 


(AAD, Dotuts, Minn. 

Many members joined the good will tour 
to Fargo, North Dakota, for El Zagal’s 
Ceremonial on June 8th. Noble B. J. Cul- 
bertson was chairman of the tour committee. 
The Divan headed the delegation, which took 
a prominent part in the proceedings. The 
party returned on a special train. 


((AAHMES, Oaxtanp, Cat. 

The North Bay Counties Shrine Club gave 
a_stag party on June 2nd at Myrtledale 
Hot Springs, in Calistoga. There was a 
midnight Ceremonial on the 9th for the 
benefit of those members of the Scottish 
Rite reunion class who live out of town. 

A real old-time Ceremonial was put on 
the night of June 12th, when the kettles 
were brought to a boil and the sands sizzled 
and the Novices gyrated. By arrangements 
made through Past Potentate William Va 
McCracken, the film “An Equal Chance” 
was displayed. 

The regular stated session was held on 
June 20th. The Modesto Shrine Club of 
that municipality gave a stag party on 
June 23rd. 


(ABOU BEN ADHEM, 
SPRINGFIELD, Mo. 

The boys wended their way to Joplin, 
Missouri, for a special Spring Ceremonial, 
drawing 5,000 visitors not only from Spring- 
field but also from Mirza Temple, Pittsburg, 
Kansas; Isis in Salina, Kansas; Akdar in 
Tulsa, Oklahoma; Al Amin in Little Rock, 
Arkansas; and Ararat in Kansas City. 
Many delegations brought one or more of 
their uniformed bodies, and Parsons, Kansas, 
sent a special train full of Nobles. There 
Were more than 100 carloads of fez wearers 
from Springfield. 

A dazzling and very funny parade was 
the talk of Joplin and the city was in holi- 
day attire. A husky Noble drove a one- 


ce 


horse chariot with a sign which asked: 
“Would you rather Ben Hur or Ben Him?” 
Ancient vehicles, calliopes, bands, patrols and 
clowns added to the entertainment and the 
merriment. The Ceremonial went off with 
equal élan. 


(ACCA, Ricumonp, Va. 


Acca observed its 42nd birthday on June 
11th with a Ceremonial in the new mosque, 
with Clifford Rudd as Director, under the 
general direction of Potentate J. Fulmer 
Bright. There was a special luncheon for 
Nobles not living in Richmond. The busi- 
ness meeting and First Section of the 
Ceremonial were held in the afternoon, fol- 
lowed by an early dinner. The rest of the 
Program was put on in the evening. 

On June 9th the Temple Chanters gave 
a concert in the community building of 
Ginter Park. 


(AKDAR, Tuts, Oxta. 


The Spring Ceremonial of Akdar drew a 
class of 50 Novices. The Greeters, the 
Temple’s newest uniformed body, partici- 
pated in the parade and handled Ceremonial 
details. The Divans of India, Oklahoma 
City, and Bedouin, Muskogee, attended. 


CALEE, Savannan, Ga. 
Tt has been decided not to rebuild the 
Country Club at Thunderbolt, which burned 
down some time ago. The Casino, which 


has served in its place, will no longer be, 


rented, and social events will probably be 
held in the Bull Street home, as before. 
Potentate Blount and Recorder R. E. 
Banks have _ received many letters of 
appreciation from temple delegations and 
Shrine Clubs which were entertained before 


and after the Imperial Council sessions in 
Miami. 


(ALEPPO, Boston, Mass. 


The Temple’s famous Band, the largest 
in Shrinedom, will participate prominently 
in the second annual barbecue of Valladolid 
Council, Knights of Columbus, in Lynn, 
Massachusetts, on August 11th. It appeared 
at the first one last year. 

Recently Aleppo members raised $2,000 
for the Shriners Hospital for Crippled Chil- 
dren. About 2300 Nobles have bought 
permanent seats in advance in the new 
$3,000,000 Masonic Temple now being con- 
structed. Each purchaser’s name will be on 
a plate attached to his chair. 


(ALGERIA, Hetena, Mont. 


Immediately following the Spring Scottish 
Rite ceremony here a group of the new 32° 
Masons were taken into the Shrine and 
given the Moslem Test. 


(ALI GHAN, CumsBertanp, Mp. 


On June 4th the Spring Ceremonial was 
held in the Strand Theater, at which time 
40 sons of the desert trod the hot sands to 
Mecca. About 150 members of Jaffa 
Temple, Altoona, Pa., including their uni- 
formed units, were met by a committee and 
escorted into Cumberland and were luncheon 
guests in the Masonic Temple. Representa- 
tives of other Temples also were present. 
Then came a parade with 700 marchers, fol- 
lowed by an early dinner. 

The Ceremonial put on in the evening was 
voted the best Ali Ghan has done thus far, 
and Noble John Ehrbar, the director, and 
his assistants, were heartily congratulated. 
Potentate G. Guy Shoemaker and his divan 
exemplified the ritual in a most impressive 
manner. The motion picture “An Equal 
Chance” was shown. : 

Ali Ghan’s next Ceremonial probably will 
be held in Hagerstown in the Autumn. 


[Shrine News Continued on page 42] 








(So many Shriners bobbed up in Vienna a few months ago among the doctors who were there for special medical research study that it was decided to organize the 
Shrine Club of the American Medical Association of Vienna. Among the members are the Nobles shown above. Left to right: Dr. T. R. Trick, Islam, San 
Francisco; Dr. E. A. Eubank, Ararat, Kansas City, Mo.; Dr. C. Haney, Aad, Duluth; Dr. R. D. Alway, Yelduz, Aberdeen, S. D.; Dr. A. F. J. Hanson, 
Sesostris, Lincoln, Neb., now of Tacoma, Wash.; Dr. EF. J. Pinkerton, Aloha, Honolulu; Dr. H. E. Twining, LuLu, Philadelphia; Dr. G. B. McPherson, 
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Tehama, Hastings, Neb.; Dr. J. D. Stevenson, § Syria, Pittsburgh; Dr. E. 1. Davies, Beni-Kedem, Charleston, W.Va.; Dr. M. Weiner, El Jebel, Denver. 





AUGUST, 1928 


22AROUND THE CARAVAN 

CAMPFIRE [Continued from page 39] 
finds it hard to get down. He has his dig- 
nity to think about. 

So Shriners have an often unrecognized 
mission. It is up to us big tux and fez men 
to help these birds off their stilts. It is easy 
enough to trip and throw a man or boy on 
stilts; so easy it is poor sport. Our real job 
is to ease ‘em down without hurting their 
feelings. 

I was present once at the remaking of a 
man. He was an executive secretary of a 
splendid eleemosynary organization which, 
like the Shrine, did much good work in a 
jolly way. He came to one of the units of 
this organization with a Message! Aren't 
people with a Message funny? He was, 
but didn’t know it. He spoke long and 
seriously to this audience. He settled every- 
thing on earth which was unsettled at the 
time. When he finished he said in his stilted 
and solemn way, “If there are any who 
would like to ask me any questions on any 
point I have omitted, I will be glad to 
answer.” 

Oracle stuff! *A couple of minutes silence 
and then one solemn bird in the back of the 
reom arose and said, “Mr. Secretary, if no 
one else wants to ask a question, I would 
like to know why you take yourself so 
darned seriously ?” 

He had no answer to make. I have 
known him for ten years since that day and 
he is a changed man. He is a laughing, 
happy person, serious on serious occasions 
only. He was pushed off his stilts with 
that question and he never resumed them. 

That’s one of the delightful things about 
the Shrine. In its initiations it makes 
a business of pushing grown up little boys 
off their stilts, thus enabling them to have 
a good time. 
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z~SHRINE SERVICE BERRY 
CONTEST 
PRIZE WINNERS 


az FIRST PRIZE $10.002» 


Mrs. W. C. Branp, 
Uniontown, Kentucky. 

FOR FOLDER OF 25 EXCELLENT AND NOVEL 
FRUIT RECIPES 


az SECOND PRIZE, $5.00 2» 


Imocene Minner, 

Box 328, 

Marion, Ky. 

FOR FOLDER OF 15 UNUSUAL BERRY RECIPES 


z $2.00 WINNERS 2 


Mrs. ArtHur Younc, 
807 Borthwick street, 
Portland, Oregon. 
FOR STRAWBERRY PRESERVES SUPREME 


Mrs. W. O. Moore, 
Terrell Apts., 
Paducah, Ky. 
FOR FOLDER OF 10 EXCELLENT RECIPES 


Dora M. Aurens, 
16 Tower street, 
Paola, Kansas. 
SOUR CREAM GOOSEBERRY PIE 


2 $1.00 WENNERS 2 
Mrs. Marte Watker, 
20 Glasgow street, 
Rochester, N. Y. 

STRAWBERRY FRITTERS 


Mrs. J. M. Branttey, 
106 Raleigh Apts., 
Nashville, Tenn. 
CRANBERRY SHERBFT 











HAT OF IT?.. . Even if Dunlop has 


had the longest experience in tire-building, does 
that affect my car?” ; 


No. Not the mere fact of 40 years’ 
experience. That might mean 
nothing. But, there is big mean- 
ing to you in the success of Dun- 
lop’s 40 years. 


Such sustained success shows that 
Dunlop knows how to build max- 
imum value into tires. The 26 mil- 
lion Dunlop tires now running 
form a world-wide evidence of 
Dunlop’s superiority. 


DUNLOP TIRE & RUBBER 


“DUNLOP CITY” 


Supreme in quality for 40 years, Dun- 
lop has grown until its productive 
properties—if combined in one place 

—would form a vast Dunlop City 
of over 100,000 acres. 


For 40 years... . year after year 
.... old friends have been stick- 
ing to Dunlop and new friends 
have been turning to Dunlop. 
These millions of motorists must 
be right. They have had experience 
in using Dunlops. They know. 


As soon as you try a set, you, too, 
will know. You will find that Dun- 
lop’s successful experience means 
extra value to you. 


COMPANY, BUFFALO, N. Y- 














In Richmond xerSseenes 


Handsomely furnished bedrooms, each $ 50 
with a private bath for . 2... . 
Club privileges are yours anyway. 


Send sketch or model 
for preliminary exam- 


PATEN ination, Booklet free. 


Highest references, Best results. Promptness assured. 
Watson E, Coleman, Patent Lawyer 
724 9th Street Washington, D. C 





ich shows how to 
stone home-stud 


Waite today for FREE 128, 
AN", whl 


Write for free book today 


BLACKSTONE INSTITUTE, 922 8-AMichican, ave. 


See special offers on 


pages 43 and 62 














doing it. Hustlers 
make more selling our 
famous all-wool $23.50 and 
$33,560 tailored-to-measure union 
‘made clothes.Greatest values ever 
@ offered. Customer satisfaction 
brings 90% repeat orders.Wetrain 
the inexperienced. Tailoring’s most 
attractive outfit — over 100 extra 
large cloth samples — furnished 
FRDE to reliable men_willing 


to work for success. WRITE TODAY. 4. Hg Ps & “a 
PIONEER TAILORING CO. Full or 


Th 
Dept Vi2tG, CHICAGO gf SEL ED eet 
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(AL KADER, Portianp, Ore. 

Potentate Hugh J. Boyd attended Afifi’s 
Spring Ceremonial, accompanied by some of 
his Divan and Nobility, including Past Po- 
tentate Frank Grant and Nobles Fred N. 
Bay, Steve Westover and R. R. Poppleton. 
On June 9th he witnessed Nile’s Ceremonial 
in Seattle, together with the same members 
of Al Kader and Nobles Earle Riley and le 
H. Stroufe. Mrs. Westover and Mrs. Bay 
also made the Seattle trip. 


CAL MALAIKAH, Los Ancrtzs 
There was a big free show on May 28th 
to celebrate the return of the Temple’s 
Representatives from Miami, bringing the 
bacon of the next Imperial Council session, 


Full uniforms were greatly in evidence at 
the entertainment. 


ending with 
z , furnishings 
e 5 0 movie stars as 
auctioneers, including Rod La Rocque, Nor 

ck Dempsey, Eva Southern 


CALMAs, Wasurncton, D, C. 


nnual baseball game 
nd the Grotto was 
n League park. This 
for the benefit of 
ar Home. This was 


Boumi, taking along the Band 
Heaton of Honor, Patrol, and 
‘otentate McGinty and other T, 
notables Participated prominently es 
recent dedication of the handsome new 


national headquarters buildi i 
Mutual Life Association, as A ca 


x ENAE, Nasuvittz, Tenn, 
“An Equal Chance” was run 
members and their families and titan aA 
the Scottish Rite cathedral on June Ist 
preceded by an address by Dr, Robert Cc 
Derivaux. “Musical and vaudeville members 
Provided the lighter vein, The affair led 
to considerable Publicity in the Nashvill 
press concerning the hospital program, : 


a CAL SIH AH, Macon, Ga. 
firmative action resulted from S 
posal of a new mosque, and the ee 
to build one to cost about $75,000. It is 
expected that work will begin about August 
Ist. The general plans call for a buildin 
of two floors to provide offices and roid 
for the uniformed bodies, but no auditorium, 
, 


which would cost more mo i 
1 mey. It w: 
built on the land now owned by the na 
on Poplar street, and will not interfere with 


the income producing stores there now. 


There was a Cere mar 
r s eremonial 
Theater on June 22nd. RD Geeta 


(ALZAFAR, San ANTONIO, Trxag 


The Nobility were hog 

; 5 sts on June 9th to 
fhe DeMolay boys and their parents at 
Camp Alzafar in’ the hills, The principal 
amusements were bathing, fishing and dane- 
nes On ie 14th there was stated business 
and a smoker, with a ban 1 fast 
eo oon d concert and fast 
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» Drum Corps, 
Oriental Band. 


Camp Alzafar was formally opened on 
June 16th, with a large attendance. June 
30th was Master Masons’ day at the camp. 
Splash Night was held at San Jose bathing 
beach on July 6th, also featuring a picnic 
and dancing for the Nobility and their 
friends. The net proceeds went to the 
Temple’s charity fund. The annual bar- 
becue on July 14th was free as usual to 
all Nobles and their families. 


(ANEZEH, Mexico Ciry 


The Spring Ceremonial was held in Christ 
Church parish hall. Potentate Manuel M. 
Muijioz, with Past Potentate W. A. Degress 
as director, put on a very fine performance, 
which was well attended. The Nobles were 
pleased by the display of some new stunts 
and the Novices were more than satisfied. 
The work was followed by the customary 
banquet and dance at the American Club. 


(ANSAR, SPRINGFIELD, Int. 


Three Nobles of Ansar contributed a 
humorous skit to the recent state convention 
of the Knights of Columbus in Springfield. 
Their number went over big. The Knights 
well remember that when they meet in force 
in Peoria the Shriners there hold open house 
for them, as the Knights themselves did in 
Des Moines for the Shriners a few years ago, 


(ARABIA, Houston, Texas 


Not satisfied with giving Shrinedom its 
1928 Imperial Potentate, Arabia furnished 
delegates and alternates to the two national 
political conventions. To the Republican 
conclave in Kansas City went these Nobles: 
delegate-at-large, T. P. Lee; delegates, R. B. 


Morris, G. B. Kepple; alternates, Claren 
A. Miller, Otto Letzerich, Here in Houston 


these members represented Arabia: delegate- 
at-large, Thomas H. Ball; delegates, Alvin Ss. 


Moody, A. A. Seale; alternat i- 
208 7M Boyle. 3 nates, W. T., Jami. 


(ARARAT, Kansas Crry, Mo. 


The spring Ceremonial was the first to be 
held in the new mosque, and 55 Novices 
found out what it was all about. The next 
Ceremonial will be held in the Royal Build- 
ae af the stock yards where there is a 
apacity for 15, ers 
will be part of the Brown. pene Sates 


(BAGDAD, Burrr, Mont, 


Twenty trembling but hopeful i 
the sandy wastes were given eee ee 
zem zem by Bagdad recently, They were 
newly fledged Scottish Rite members. There 


C(Left) Noble James A. 
Rich of Mecca Temple 
as one of the oldest Nobles 
in Shrinedom. He is 

now living in Florida. 


C(Right) Gen'lC. H. M. 
framonte, orator of 
Anezeh Temple, Mexico 
City, is the oldest 
Shriner in the world. 
fe is in his 7th year. 





were visitors from all parts of the state, as 
guests of the Temple and Potentate George 
W. Dent. 


(BEDOUIN, Muskocer, Ox. 


Bedouin staged one of its successes on 
June 15th. _ The festivities opened with an 
old-time country fair and rodeo in the after- 
noon at the Oklahoma State Fair Grounds, 
followed by a barbecue for 2000 persons. 
In the evening 57 sons of the desert were 
taken across the hot sands in the auditorium 
of the State Building. The Divan and 
uniformed bodies of Akdar and India 
Temples were present, and all agreed that 
Potentate James L. Powell and his cohorts 
had done very well indeed. 

The uniformed bodies of Bedouin are all 
ready for the customary Summer pilgrim- 
ages to other towns in its area. They will 
give concerts by the Band, Chanters and 
Drum Corps, and drills by the Arab Patrol. 


(BEN ALI, Sacramento, Cat. 


The Temple’s bands assisted the Masonic 
celebration at Coloma of the 75th anniver- 
sary of the Mother Lode lodge. State 
Grand Master Will H. Fischer and 2500 
other members of the Craft were there for 
the events of June 1-2-3. A tent city was 
erected on the historic spot where gold was 
discovered in 1848. A speaker’s gavel made 
from wood of Sutter’s mill, where John 
Marshall was working at the time of his 
discovery, was presented to the Grand 
Master. F 

A Ceremonial was staged at Alturas, 
Modac County, on June 16th, with a special 
train leaving Sacramento the night before, 
loaded with members and all the uniformed 
bodies and wrecking crews. Exhibition drills 
and band concerts were given in the court 
house square as well as in the city audi- 
torium, where the Ceremonial was_ held. 


(BEN HUR, Austin, TEx. 


The Temple’s Band played a full program 
in Elgin on June 3rd, in the afternoon, 
They were in City Park and drew one of 
the biggest crowds the town has ever had, 


( BENI-KEDEM, 
CHARLESTON, W. Va. 


The first 1928 pilgrimage was to Lewis- 
burg, in Greenbrier County, where the cara- 
van wended its way on June 7th. The 
program began with a business meeting at 
11:00 A.M. and ended with a dance that 
lasted until 1:00 A.M. the next day. A 


[Shrine News Continued on page 44] 
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turned out in force. Potentate James S. 
Hibbert and the Governor of Utah, the 
Hon. George H. Dern, Assistant Rabban of 
El Kalah, headed the committee. In the 
Imperial party was Mr. L. Omer, assistant 
general passenger agent of the Union Pacific 
system. 

Under formal escort the party went to 
the Hotel Utah. Then followed a luncheon 
at the Alta Club, a visit to the new Masonic 
Temple, the Shriners mobile hospital for 
crippled children, and a trip to Bingham. 
That night the Imperial Potentate and Mrs. 
Jones were honor guests at a formal recep- 
tion in the Masonic Temple. 

In Mr. and Mrs. Jones’ group that ar- 
rived in Butte, Montana, on June 2nd, were 
Mrs. James S. Hibbert, Noble Rahn and 
Mr. Omer. Among the delegation of Bag- 
dad Temple members and _ other notables 
who formed the Butte reception committee 
were Potentate George L. Dart of Dillon; 
J. D. Wallace, chairman of Bagdad’s execu- 
tive board; Past Potentate Charles E. 
Beebe; Malcolm Gillis, F. K. Mutch, Carl 
J. Nepper, Henry Coulam; H. L. Hart, Past 
Grand Master of Montana; W. B. Daly, 
general manager of mines for the Anaconda 
Copper Company, a member of the Knights 
of Columbus. Messrs. Jones and Daly were 
photographed together, and group pictures 
also were taken. 

There was a reception committee of wo- 
men as well, including Mesdames J. — 
Wallace, J. L. Carroll, Emanuel Downing, 
H. D. Kistler and Garfield Perier. 

The Imperial Potentate was accorded a 
cordial welcome. He and his party were 
escorted to the Leonard mines, where all 
donned “digging clothes” for the plunge 
underground. Upon returning to Butte the 
men had luncheon at the New Finlen Hotel, 
while the one for the ladies was held at the 
Montana Hotel in Anaconda. After the 
luncheon at the Finlen the men also went 
to Anaconda, going back to Butte in time 
for a dinner at the Silver Bow Club. Then 
came a reception at the Masonic Temple, 
where the Imperial delivered an address at 
the Shrine meeting which preceded it. While 
all this was going on Mrs. Jones and Mrs. 
Hibbert were being entertained at Gamer's 
and later were escorted to the Masonic 
Temple to attend a meeting of the Eastern 
Star and to witness the conferring of the 
degree of Grand Cross of Colors upon a 
number of Rainbow girls. There were 
visiting ladies from Helena, Great Falls and 
Spokane. Following the noon luncheon in 
Anaconda the ladies had motored to George- 
town Lake and thence to the Summer home 
of Mrs. Sam Blair. The men visited the 
Washoe smelter. 

While in Butte the Imperial Potentate 
gave out a press statement about the Shrine 
hospital work for children and was informed 
that Butte subscribes $10,000 a year for 
its little cripples. 

The next stop was at Sheridan, Wyoming, 
where the party arrived Sunday night, June 
3rd, in the business car of Mr. F. C. Gurley, 
of Alliance, Nebraska, superintendent of the 
Wyoming district of the Burlington Rail- 
road. At Billings, Montana, they had picked 
up Potentate Frank B. Connolly and Past 
Potentate Arthur H. Brown of Al Bedoo 
Temple. 

Dr. I. P. Hayes, Potentate, and other 
officials of Kalif Temple met the visitors 
in Sheridan. They were taken in hand 
Monday morning for a round of varied 
entertainment, beginning with a trip to the 
home of Noble and Mrs, Peter Kooi. The 
visit to the famous Eaton dude ranch had 
to be eliminated because of the rain. Then 
they drove to Piney Inn, accompanied by 
the Kalif Divan, with Potentate Hayes in 
command. Return- [Continued on page 45] 





EMBARRASSING MOMENTS 


When you 
forget that it is your wedding 
anniversary . . . . be nonchalant 


.... light a MURAD Cigarette. 
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Buy Your Shrine Binder Now 
and Save One Dollar! 


1440 BROADWAY 


We have a very limited supply of the popular SHRINE 
Macazine binders on hand which will be disposed of at the 
reduced price of $2.00. Hundreds of these binders have been 
sold at the regular price of $3.00, so this is your opportunity 
to obtain one at a clear saving of $1.00. 


Every Shriner will welcome this means of preserving each 
copy of THE SHRINE MAGAZINE. It is made of a spe- 
cial patented material and has all the charming appearance 
of fine Jeather with a rich brown finish, tooled border, red 
fez and gold lettering. The Shrine Binder is designed to 
hold twelve issues of THE SHRINE MAGAZINE—a com- 
plete file for one year. A simple and convenient binding ar- 
rangement enables you to insert each new issue as soon as 
you receive it without the bother and fuss of punching holes 
or adjusting posts. Only $2.00 while they last. Order now. 


Mail Order and Remittance to 


THE SHRINE MAGAZINE 


NEW YORK, N. Y. 
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parade, band concert, patrol drill and ban- 
quet supplemented the initiation of candi- 
dates. 


(BOUMI, Batimore, Mp. 


One day in May of last year Boumi held 
Shrinedom’s first open air Ceremonial in the 
heart of a big city. The scene was the 
city’s stadium, with a seating capacity of 
115,000, to which 25,000 can be added for 
special occasions. 

Everything went off so well that this 
year, in the last week of June, Boumi 
repeated, drawing fezzes from all points of 
the compass. The parade with Mayor 
W. F. Broening, of Boumi, in it, preceding 
the Ceremonial, was several miles long, 
featuring the Divans and uniformed bodies 
of Almas of Washington, D.C., Ali Ghan, 
Cumberland, Maryland; Rajah, Reading 
Pennsylvania ; LuLu, Philadelphia ; Salaam, 
Newark; Kismet, Brooklyn; Acca, Rich- 
mond; Khedive, Norfolk, Virginia, and 
OUT eons were staged in front 
° ie stadium for the 
crowd of citizens. Poe ee 
_ Within the stadium the Ceremonial, held 
in the afternoon, was witnessed by several 
thousand Nobles. All the work was done 
by the regular Boumi cast, under the general 
direction of Potentate George M. Armor. 


There was a re i 7 
. ception and dancing i 
evening. cing in the 


(CRESCENT, TRENTON, N, J. 


Ina Pilgrimage to Cam Novi 
Were run around on Tove Sige 
Nobles went from Trenton for the event 
and there were visitors from Atlantic City, 
and LuLu in Philadelphia. There was an 
attendance of 2000. ae 


CCYPRUs, ALBANY, N. Y, 


This Temple sent 100 Nobles to i 
‘ n th 
Ceremonial held in Glens Falls on ges 
by Oriental Temple of Syracuse. The Patrol 
gave one of its famous silent drills and the 
Band contributed a concert. 


(DAMASCUS, Rocuester, N. Y. 


Resplendent in red fezzes i 
colored uniforms, the bodies of the a 
were conspicuous and helpful in the induc- 
tien of 75 initiates on June 6th. Owing to 
very heavy rains, the Street parade was 
dropped. Nobles were Present from 50 
towns in the Temple’s jurisdiction and from 
as far west as California and Oklahoma 
Temples represented included Akdar. Alham- 
bra, Islam, Medinah, Boumi, LuLu, Mecca. 
Kismet, Ismailia, Tigris, Media and Ziyara. 

On June 15th the Shrine Lunch Club 
heard the choir of the Daughters of the 
Nile, directed by Mrs, E. J. Neville. On 
the 22nd, “annual kids day,” the ladies and 


children were royall i 
athe yaily entertained by the 


(ELF KH URAFEH, Sacinaw, Micu. 


A class of 50 was initiated in the ing 
Ceremonial, in the presence of local Be 
and visitors from Bay City, Flint, Lansing. 
Owosso and other points. Past Potentate 
E. C. Peters presented honorary member- 
ship to Potentate Harvey W. Cole of Saladin 
while Past Potentate William H. Foote did 
likewise for Potentate Charles Farquharson 
of Mocha, London, Ontario. Crippled chil- 
dren assisted by the Temple demonstrated 
with their “orchestra,” accompanying a 
phonograph record with bells, xlyophones, 


tambourines and other instruments 
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(COMING EVENTS 


August 2nd—Al Kader, Portland, Ore., 
annual Shrine picnic. 

August 3rd—lIslam’s Oriental tour starts 
from San Francisco. 

August 11th—Aleppo Band at Knights of 
Columbus barbecue for ‘charity, Lynn, 
Massachusetts. 

August 14th—Nile’s pilgrimage to Alaska 
starts from Seattle. 

September 4th—El Jebel, Denver, Terri- 
torial Ceremonial, Fort Morgan, Colorado. 

September 8th—New York State Shrine 
Council, field day, Niagara Falls. 

October 4th—El Riad, Sioux Falls, North 
Dakota, Sousa’s Band, Sousa in person 
leading. 

October 17th—Tigris, Syracuse, New York, 
first Autumn Ceremonial. 

October 26th—El Maida, El Paso, first 
Autumn Ceremonial. 

November 19th—Tigris, Syracuse, 7th 
annual circus. 


(EL JEBEL, Denver, Coto. 


The first annual “Monster” Summer Orien- 
tal festival was held at Lakeside Park on 
June 23rd. That day the Shriners owned 
the White City, including the midway and 
picnic grounds. Noble William T. Mayfield 
was in charge. Will Rogers said recently: 

“Heard about the show the Denver 
Shriners are having? One thing about those 
fellows, their ideas of a dollar’s worth of 
fun would retail on any other market for 
at least five bucks.” 


(EL KATIF, Spoxane, WasH. 


On June 2nd eight Nobles who began 
paying dues in the reign of Potentate James 
M. Fitzpatrick 30 years ago were presented 
with life memberships. The ceremony was 
conducted by Noble Fitzpatrick himself. 
More than 900 men witnessed it as well as 
the Ceremonial held the same evening. A 
class of 52 was taken in. A street parade 
and banquet preceded the ritual. 

The Temple’s Band and 200 other Nobles 
were guests of the Medical Lake institutions 
on the 3rd. They played at both the school 
and the hospital. The next Sunday the 
Band appeared at the Edgecliffe and Hutton 
Home, Noble Fred L. Simmons leading. 


(EL KORAH, Botse, Ivano 


An addition to the mosque to cost $25,000 
was begun the middle of June. It will match 
the present structure with a two-story front, 
and will have a full basement with an en- 
larged dining-room, and will take care of the 
Temple offices now in the old part. 











a 
(As 


(Noble A. G. Ising, 
Pyramid, Bridge- 
port, Conn., well 
known in SHRINE 
and Masonic 
circles, bas also 
taken an active 
part in the civic 
affairs of his city. 





(EL MINA, Gatveston, TEXAS 


The first meeting in the new home was 
held on June 12th, following extensive 
operations. The formal opening was on the 
21st, featured by a band concert, dancing 
and a house warming with Potentate 
Thornton as host. 


(HADI, Evansvitze, Inp. 


The Booster Club Gang went for a cruise 
on the government vessel Kankakee, with a 
Noble in command—Captain Austin Barnard. 
B.Y.O.L. was the rallying slogan. (Bring 
Your Own Laughter.) 


(HAMASA, Meriw1an, Miss. 


A good will tour through northern Missis- 
sippi was made on June 7-8, under the 
direction of Potentate Lamar Robinson. 
Electric Mills, Columbus, West Point and 
other points were touched, in most of which 
parades and exhibition drills delighted the 
populace. Nobles in those places returned 
the favor with real brotherly hospitality., ; 


(HELLA, Datuas, TExas at 


Appreciating the assistance the press gives 
to fraternal and civic organizations, Poten- 
tate J. Tom Owens was host to Dallas news- 
paper men on June Sth, at a dinner in the 
Adolphus Hotel. 


(IREM, Wiuxes-Barre, Pa. 


Potentate Harold N. Rust and Mrs. Rust 
recently were honored as guests at a recep- 
tion and dance in the Temple. Both main 
dancing floors were used. The attendance 
was about 2000, many coming not only from 
the Wyoming Valley but from Honesdale, 
Danville, Sunbury, Williamsport and other 
places. 

The clubhouse of the Country Club is 
being renovated and a new dining-room 
added. Also a better carriage and motor-car 
drive, a porte-cochére, a bigger lobby, more 
porch space, etc. 
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El Jebel’ s (Denver) beautiful new bome will look when completed. 
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ing to Sheridan in the afternoon, a tour of 
the city was made, and in the evening, at the 
Sheridan Country Club, Potentate Hayes gave 
a dinner for the Imperial party, other guests 
being the Divan and Past Potentates of the 
Temple. After that a social evening was 
spent at the Kooi home. 

The next day there was a luncheon at 
the same residence, an afternoon for 
Shriners and their ladies, with dinner and 
dancing that night at the Hotel Lodore. 

On June 6th an official Kalif escort took 
the Imperial Potentate to the Custer battle- 
field. The motor cavalcade went to the 
Crow Indian Agency, and there surrendered 
Noble Jones to the officers of Al Bedoo 
Temple, of Billings, Montana. Both temples 
then held a joint ceremony, which the Im- 
perial Potentate pronounced as the most 
unique and interesting in his career. There, 
on the site of the Custer battle, midway 
between Sheridan and Billings, he was made 
a member of the Crow tribe and his new 
title is Chief High Eagle. Noble Leon 
Shaw of Al Bedoo, Billings editor, described 
the induction as quite in keeping with the 
spirit of a Shrine Ceremonial, yet greatly 
different in modus operandi. Through an 
interpreter, Chief Plenty Coos of the Crows 
conferred the honor upon the Imperial Po- 
tentate, who was given a warrior’s coat, 
indicating full tribal membership. A war 
dance, chanting and prayer were features of 
the somewhat weird ceremony. The new 
tribal chief then gave Chief Plenty Coos a 
very fine blanket. 

“Chief High Eagle’ then accompanied 
the Al Bedoo Nobles to Billings, where he 
witnessed a Ceremonial at which a group of 
Novices crossed the torrid desert. In the 
course of his address he discussed the fun- 
damentals of sound finances by Shrine 
temples. He was presented with a beautiful 
souvenir in the form of a solid silver dish, 
duly inscribed to mark the occasion. The 
Ceremonial was one of the most successful 
ever put on by Al Bedoo. The day was 
perfect, the class unusually large, and the 
new ritual effectively carried out. 

Leaving Billings, a stop was made in 
Jamestown, North Dakota, where the local 
Shrine Club escorted Noble Jones to a 
famous old four-horse stage coach of pioneer 
days. He was photographed, holding the 
reins, while Mrs. Jones sat inside. 

Thousands of Shriners and citizens of 
Fargo, North Dakota, assembled in a natural 
out-door amphitheatre on June 8th to wit- 
ness an impressive Oriental pageant and to 
honor Imperial Potentate Jones, who, with 
Mrs. Jones and retinue, had arrived early 
that afternoon. Officials and uniformed 
bodies of five temples participated in the 
events. They were from Zuhrah in Min- 
neapolis, Osman in St. Paul, Aad in Duluth, 
Kem in Grand Forks, and, of course, El 
Zagal of Fargo. 

Banked around the outer rim of the 
great amphitheatre were hundreds of auto- 
mobiles in which thousands of persons had 
come from great distances. Into this setting 
marched the uniformed bodies of the 
temples, led by their official divans. They 
had previously paraded through the main 
streets of Fargo. They marched around 
the enclosure, past the reviewing stand of 
the Imperial Sir, and then formed groups 
about their special tents, and the pageant 
continued. 

Long before all this occurred the El Zagal 
hosts had been up with the dawn. At 6:30 
A. M. they were lined up at the Masonic 
Temple, marching from there to the North- 
ern Pacific station to meet the Zuhrah con- 
tingent’s special train, and the potentates 
and divans of Osman and Aad. The visitors 
were taken for a dip in the Masonic Temple 
swimming pool and [Continued on page 46] 








Stewart iron fence — 
a good investment 


IASTEFUL, dignified iron fence is 
never an extravagance. On the con- 


trary, it is an investment in good taste 
and in the satisfaction which ccmes with 
the knowledge that one possesses an 
example of fine craftsmanship. 


Let us send you the Stewart Style Book of 
jences that are always in good taste. 


The Stewart Iron Works Co., Inc. 


Accraftsman manufacturing plant devoted to the production of 
Fence, Ornamental ron Work and all kindred metal products 
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$23.50 and $31.50. Liberal commissions 
paid in advance. They sell on sight— 
steady income from repeat orders— 
extra bonus money. Complete sales 
outfit FREE including big cloth sam- 
ples. All you do is sell. We deliver and 
collect. Great opportunity—write NOW. 


W. Z. GIBSON, Inc., 500 Throop St., Dept. V-646 Chicago 
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Endocrine Feeding . 


(BOOK FREE!) 


A discovery that is vital to every man or woman who 
recognizes the passing of youthful energy and well- 
being. Itis based upon years of study of the endocrine 
system which governs nerves, muscles, organs and 


mind. 

This discovery is a balanced endocrine food. NOT A 
DRUG OR MEDICINE, buta scientifically balanced 
and prepared ration of endocrine secretions. These 
secretions make up for deficiencies suffered by nine 
out of ten people past age 20, Originally perfected for 
professional use—and widely prescribed today by 
doctors--this pleasant and effective endocrine food 
has brought, and is hringing, amazing results for thou- 
sands in their homes! 


For Successand Happiness 


Eyes, skin, hair: all these are bettered. Keener think- 
ing is a result. More bodily energy---enthusiasm for 
living and working! Youthful vitality! Results are 
almost incredible, unless you understand fully what 
endocrine health means. 

Thatis why you will be interested in this free book 
about endocrine feeding—and what it does. It is for 
responsible adults only. Tells how this discovery fol- 
lowed others, by an eminent surgeon, a leader in this 
field. Send for it today. Truth cannot hurt you. 
Knowledge cannot fail to help. 


FREE BOOH COUPON 


HORMOCINE OF CINCINNATI, Dept. SM-A 
Cincinnati, Ohio 


Send me by return mail, full particulars of your 
Endocrine Discovery and Free Book. 
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WHITE TEETH 


STILL 


Pyorrhea robs them 


This foe ignores the teeth. It at- 
tacks gums that are neglected. And 
its toll is 4 out of 5 after forty and 
thousands younger. So for your 
own protection use Forhan’s for the 
Gums daily. 

This dentifrice keeps teeth white 
and clean and protects them against 
acids which cause decay. Moreover, 
if used regularly and in time, it helps 
to firm gumsand keep them healthy. 
Pyorrhea seldom attacks healthy 
gums. 

Make Forhan’s your daily morn- 
ingand night habit. Geta tube from 
your druggist, today... 35c and 60c 


Formula of R. J. Forhan, D. D. S. 
Forhan Company, New York 
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then breakfast. Automobile rides and golf 
games took up the rest of the forenoon, the 
El Zagal team winning the prize at the Coun- 
try Club. 

From 11:30 to 12:30 the various uni- 
formed bodies serenaded down town centers. 
An Egyptian lunch for all Nobles followed 
at the Temple. 

Visiting ladies were received and enter- 
tained by a committee of local ladies at the 
Commercial Club, and there was a dinner 
at the Country Club in honor of Mrs. Jones. 

All organizations and the rank and file 
met the Imperial Potentate’s train at 1:57 
P. M. He was escorted to the Masonic 
Temple, where he witnessed the Ceremonial 
and personally gave the obligation to the 
Novices. The aforesaid parade from the 
station had been unique. The Imperial Po- 
tentate was taken to a specially prepared 
vehicle on which had been placed a stuffed 
camel. Mounting the camel, he was pulled 
to the Temple by all the Past Potentates in 
the city. 

The public parade had been arranged by 
Potentate John J. Nierling of El Zagal for 
late in the afternoon, and went off splen- 
didly. Then came the Oriental pageant, 
under the direction of Past Potentate Alfred 
G. Arvold. An out-door dinner was served 
to all Nobles. 

There was a banquet at the Gardner 
Hotel, arranged in honor of the Imperial 
Potentate by the Divan and Past Potentates 
of El Zagal. Other guests were all visiting 
Potentates and officers of other Temples, 
including Past Imperial Potentate Charles 
E. Ovenshire. 

In the evening Noble and Mrs, Jones 
received the Nobility and their ladies at a 
reception. The Oriental Guide, Noble Henry 
Lynner, sang the “Rose Song,” and then 
gave Mrs. Jones a bouquet of roses. Past 
Potentate Albert B. Guptill presented the 
Imperial Potentate with an Oriental rug. 
Chief Rabban Frank I. Darrow, after a 
seance of some intriguing mystery, added 
two live goldfish to his collection. Zuhrah 
and El Zagal Chanters sang several numbers. 
Dancing followed. 

On the 9th Noble and Mrs. Jones were 
breakfast guests in the “Log Cabin” at the 
North Dakota Agricultural College. In El 
Zagal Park Noble Jones planted an elm 
tree close to those previously set out by 
Past Imperial Potentates Dykeman, Burger 
and Dunbar. Later he placed a wreath on 
the grave of Past Imperial Potentate John 
F. Treat. Luncheon was served at the 
Gardner Hotel. A trip was taken to Detroit 
Lakes, a fish dinner being served at Petti- 
bone Lodge, which is in Shoreham, Minne- 
sota, The party then returned to Fargo 
and departed for Grand Forks, 

That city, which is Kem Temple’s home, 
was reached the next morning, the party 
being under escort of Potentate W. H. Alex- 
ander, The local Shriners escorted the 
visitors to a suite in the Hotel Dacotah. 
At the luncheon given by the Potentate, 
Divan and Past Potentates the visitors met 
them and also their wives. A general re- 
ception followed in the afternoon for all 
Masons and their ladies in the auditorium 
of the Masonic Temple, 

The city was full of Masons at the time, 
because of the Imperial’s visitation, Kem’s 
Ceremonial that night, and a big Scottish 
Rite reunion, with no less a personage in 
attendance than Captain and Noble John 
H. Cowles, Sovereign Grand Commander 
of the Southern Jurisdiction of the Scottish 


| Rite. 


Next on the tour was Winnipeg, Canada, 
headquarters of Khartum Temple. The 
party arrived on. the night of June 10th 
and remained until the following afternoon. 


(Ox his arrival at Minneapolis, Imperial 
Potentate Jones was greeted by Past 
Imperial Potentate C. E. Ovenshire. 


The Imperial Potentate and Mrs. Jones were 
accompanied by Past Potentate Bradley of 
Aad Temple, Potentate Alexander of Kem 
and Mrs. Alexander, and Noble F. T. 
Holmes, an official of the Great Northern 
Railway. 

After a visit to the Shriners Hospital for 
Crippled Children (a mobile unit), which 
is under the direction of Noble A. W. Chap- 
man, who is chairman of the local Board 
of Governors, they were entertained by 
Potentate Fred C. Hamilton and the officers 
of the Divan, with their ladies, at a luncheon 
at the Motor Country Club. The club is 
at Lower Fort Gerry, an historic spot on 
the banks of the Red River, 20 miles fron 
Winnipeg. 

The Imperial Potentate delivered an ad- 
dress. In behalf of Khartum, Potentate 
Hamilton presented Mrs. Jones with a read- 
ing lamp. 

Return to the city was in time to take 
the 5:10 P. M. train for Duluth. Khartum 
officials expressed the hope that the Imperial 
Potentate would make an official visit to 
their oasis later in the year. 

Duluth was reached on the morning of 
June 12th, and in his railroad car the Im- 
perial Potentate was breakfast host to Po- 
tentate David H. Clough and members of 
the Aad Temple Divan. Then the entire 
party went to the Hotel Duluth, where Mr. 
Jones was welcomed by many other Duluth 
Nobles. 

From there Mr. and Mrs. Jones were 
taken by automobile on a tour of the Ar- 
rowhead area in northern Minnesota, driv- 
ing up the North Shore to Illgen City, 
thence along the Isabella trail, through the 
Superior national forest to Ely, and then 
to Burnside lodge, where the night was 
spent. Past Potentate Thomas P. Bradley, 
who joined the Imperial party in Fargo, 
was in charge of the excursion, the personnel 
of which included Potentate Clough and 
Mrs. Clough, Recorder A. H. Moe and Mrs. 
Moe, and Past Potentate W. K. Gill. 

The next day was also full of Aad activi- 
ties, beginning with the journey back to 
Duluth, which entailed an inspection, while 
en route, of open pit mines at Virginia. 
Noble Jones spoke at a luncheon in thé 
Hotel Duluth, which was reached shortly 
after noon. The program included several 
instrumental and vocal numbers. Among the 
guests were Past Imperial Potentate Oven- 
shire and Mrs. Ovenshire and Potentate 
Winslow of Zuhrah Temple. An automobile 
tour of the city was made. A dinner in 
honor of Noble Jones was given and at 
the same time Mrs. Clough was dinner 
hostess elsewhere to Mrs. Jones, with many 
guests to meet Mrs. Jones. 















AUGUST, 1928 


Piloted by Shrine delegations from Min- 
neapolis and St. Paul, the Imperial Poten- 
tate left Duluth late that night, arriving in 
Minneapolis early the next morning. 

The delegation that met the train in 
Minneapolis had arranged a special break- 
fast for the Imperial Potentate and his wife 
in the Union Station, in which Potentate 
Winslow and the Divan joined. Conferences 
on affairs of the Order were the next order 
of business. In the Curtis Hotel at noon 
Noble Jones spoke before the Minneapolis 
Shrine Club. That night he and Mrs. Jones 
were guests of honor at a dinner dance in 
the Nicollet Hotel, many of the guests being 
members and ladies of Osman Temple. 

June 15th had been proclaimed a day of 
feasting and merrymaking in St. Paul by 
Potentate John A. Wright—and so it was. 
When the Imperial party bowled into that 
half of the Twin Cities 6,000 Shriners were 
there with their huzzas. They had come 
from a radius of 300 miles throughout Min- 
nesota, Wisconsin, North and South Dakota. 
Osman was host to the entire eastern section 
of the Northwest. 

The parade was made zippy by the par- 
ticipation of all uniformed bodies of Osman 
and Zuhrah. An unusual attraction was 
Osman’s new Oriental band with its quaint 
music issuing forth from strange instruments. 
The parade disbanded at the Masonic 
Temple, where Osman then staged its long 
planned and greatly heralded “long horn” 
Ceremonial. Fully 125 unbelievers who 
sought the true word and Allah’s approving 





smile went through the First and Third 
Sections. The St. Paul Athletic Club was 
the-scene of a formal dinner in honor of 
the Imperial Sir, with Potentate Wright as 
toastmaster. The Second Section of the Cere- 
monial was then put on in the auditorium. 

Before leaving the Twin Cities Noble 
Jones was presented by Zuhrah Temple of 
Minneapolis with an elaborate refrigerator 
that makes its own ice. It was the con- 
viction of the donors that their gift will 
be the Jones family standby in the Houston 
dog days. 

In an interview given the press Noble 
Jones expressed the belief that “The Twin 
Cities Shriners Hospital for Crippled Chil- 
dren has brought these two cities closer to- 
gether than ever before. When you have 
your men and women ‘working together in 
a hospital, bringing health and happiness 
to crippled children, you cannot have fights 
and petty jealousy.” He visited and in- 
spected that institution and encouraged the 
little patients to keep on “going strong.” 

Late that night the Imperial party left 
for Milwaukee to visit Tripoli. 

The tentative itinerary of the Imperial 
Potentate for the balance of June was as 
follows: 

Milwaukee, Tripoli; Chicago, Medinah; 
St. Louis, Moolah; Evansville, Indiana, 
Hadi; Louisville, Kosair; Guthrie; Madison- 
ville, Kentucky, Rizpah; Memphis, Al 
Chymia; Pine Bluff, Arkansas, Sahara; Little 
Rock, Al Amin; returning to Houston about 
noon on July Ist. 
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aces and a wild joker. Think it over, kid,” 
she advised—and was gone. 

Larry did think it over. 

He did not see his wife again until the fol- 
lowing evening. She came in an hour before 
Cinner. Dejection hung like a shroud upon 

er. 

He sat brooding for perhaps half an hour. 
And then an apparition burst upon him. 

It was Tyra, vivid in her latest and bright- 
est gown—Tyra of old, gay laughter bubbling 
from her lips, irresistible vivacity in every 
gesture. Larry was too thoroughly obtuse to 
detect a trace of hysteria in her sudden high 
spirits. She courtsied and flashed him an 
alluring glance from the corners of her eyes. 

“Tonight,” she announced, “I am going to 
forget that I am worried and tired. Tonight, 
Larry, I wish you to take me out—any where. 
Just you and I. And we are to go places 
and dance and joke with one another and 
be ver’, ver’ happy. Will you do it, Larry 2” 

“Tyra!” He started forward impulsively, 
then halted. “Gosh! Tyra—you're gor- 
geous!” 

“You spoof with me. But I shall try to- 
night to be everything you wish. Do you 
think you can make me forget that horrid 
studio—just for a few hours?” 

He caught her spirit and responded to it. 
His lips expanded to a broad grin. “Try 
me!” he challenged. . 

And so for one brief, glorious evening, they 
became their old selves again—light, jolly, 
bantering. - . 

He made love to her openly, but not seri- 
ously ; and she joked with him and made fun 
of him—and then had moments of bewilder- 
ing, unexpected tenderness. They dined at a 
little inn near Santa Monica. No one recog- 
nized Tyra—something for which both were 
grateful. They danced constantly. It was 
maddening to feel her so close against him; 
her pliant figure bending and swaying ... 
occasionally, he had to remind himself that 
this was a game—the diversion of an evening. 

It was past midnight before they started 
home. The depression seemed to have 
dropped from her. 


And then they were home again: tired and 
happy—and for the moment, carefree. They 
said goodnight at her door, and they said it 
with a smile. 

The week that followed was one of stress. 
Tyra’s forced effervescence of a single night 
Was not repeated and whatever strain it was 
she was under exacted its toll. Larry watched 
aD aaa worried, yet dared not question 

er. 

Conditions at the studio wore on the girl’s 
nerves. Gustav Furnhjelm was not there to 
discuss things with her. He had gone on a 
vacation. 

Aikman was working hard. But he was 
frankly doubtful -of success, “I’ve got a 
detective on the trail of this bird Hansen,” 
he explained. “Swayne has him hidden out 
somewhere. But after all, Tyra, if the 
worst comes to the worst we can sign the 
new contract and then do our level best to 
break it.” 

So she was moody at dinner; her shoulders 
drooped and she ate lightly with eyes fixed 
on her plate. Larry longed to comfort her, 
to surround her with his friendship. More 
and more insistently, Julia Morehouse’s ad- 
vice beat in his brain. 

His opportunity came one night when Tyra 
did not go to her room from the dinner table. 
She went into the living room and curled up 
on the lounge. 

“Feel like talking with me a few minutes, 
Tyra?” 

She swept his averte: vith a low- 
lidded glance. 4 a 

“Please, Larry. I should be mos’ happy,” 
she said. 

“Anybody tell you recently that you need 
a vacation?” ; 

“Oh, surely. I should rest for a month.” 

“You really should, Tyra, That’s one of 
the things I want to discuss, Just one of 
them.” 

“And the other?” 

“Tl come to that in a moment. Some- 
thing is troubling you. TI don’t know what 
—and I'm not asking, J’m telling you that 
you ought to get [Continued on page 49] 
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Gas and Oil 


as install new Champion Spark 
Plugs once a year actually costs 
you nothing, as they quickly save 
their price in gas and oil. 


After 10,000 miles of service, spark 


plugs deteriorate, no matter how 


well made they are. The spark is 
weakened. Combustion is only parti- 
ally complete. Unburned gas is 
wasted through the exhaust. Power 
is lost. Engine performance is seri- 
ously impaired. 


Even though Champions last longer 


than other plugs, a new set assures 


more complete burning of the gas. 


Engine efficiency is restored. Power, 
speed and all-around performance 
are improved to an amazing degree. 


The saving in gas and oil, and the 
freedom from repair expense, are so 
immediately obvious that the regu- 
lar change of spark plugs at least 
once a year becomes economically 
sound and eminently practical. 


CHAMPION SPARK PLUG CO. 


TOLEDO, OHIO 
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(SHRINE NEWS (Continued from page 44) 
(ISMAILIA, Burrato, N. Y. 


A group of 149 Masons were made 
Shriners on June 8th, in the presence of 
3000 Nobles in the Broadway Auditorium. 
A midnight theater party at the Great Lakes 
Theater followed. The Neophytes were well 
fortified for their ordeal by a sumptuous 
luncheon at the Hotel Statler. Old as well 
as new members gathered around the festive 
board when the traditional banquet was 
held in Elmwood Music Hall. There was 
a glittering street parade. Visiting Nobles 
were from many states and also from 
Canada. 

Dean Clarence S. Marsh of the University 
of Buffalo spoke on General Robert E. Lee 
before the Ismailia Shrine Club. 


(JERUSALEM, New Orteans, La. 


Jerusalem, with its Divan, Band, Arab 
Patrol, Mounted Patrol, and Nobility and 
ladies, attended Hamasa Temple’s dedication 
ceremony in Meridian, Mississippi, on June 
21st. About 200 persons went along. Po- 
tentate Ernest E. Sykes worked overtime 
to make Jerusalem’s participation the suc- 
cess that it was. 

He is planning a big shirtwaist Ceremonial 
for August, and an out of town Ceremonial 
in the Autumn. 


(KAABA, Davenrort, Iowa 


Kaaba held its first 1928 picnic on July 
18th, at the Springbrook Country Club, 
DeWitt, Iowa. It was preceded by a parade 
in DeWitt and followed by a concert and 
Patrol drill. Another one will be held on 
August 22nd, in Burlington, Iowa. 

The 50th anniversary of Kaaba will be 
celebrated on October 18th and a class of 
from 150 to 200 Novices will be permitted 
to penetrate the Mysteries. 


(KALURAH, Bincuamrton, N. Y. 


The largest Ceremonial and jollification in 
the history of the Temple was held on June 
15th. The steer was imported from the 
West and the sizzler and carver from the 
South, and everything was done Southern 
style. All this went on at the Kalurah 
Country Club, the tennis courts being the 
scene of the initiation. 


(KISMET, Brooxiyn, N. Y. 


June 11th was designated Past Potentates 
Night by Potentate Thomas A. Davis. Noble 
William Bamber, who reigned in 1908-09-10, 
headed the cast in the station of Potentate. 
Other Past Potentates who occupied chairs 
in the ritual work were Nobles Clifford H. 
Bradt, James H. Rollins, John A. Morison, 


Edward A. Gailer, James W. Downing, 
William J. McCaffrey, Arthur S. Willdigg, 
Charles A. Brockaway. The Temple Band 
gave a concert as part of the proceedings. 


(KORA, Lewiston, Marne 


Lakewood was the rendezvous for the 
Summer field day. The roads to that place 
from Lewiston and Portland seemed to be 
alive with Nobles in their cars, and hun- 
dreds of them concentrated in Waterville for 
a short parade. The festivities lasted all 
day. That night a banquet was enjoyed in 
Skowhegan, of which Lakewood is a suburb. 
The big parade and Ceremonial also took 
place in Skowhegan, with vaudeville follow- 
ing. 


(KOREIN, Rawuins, Wyo. 


Candidates numbering 24 were initiated 
at the Spring Ceremonial. Plates were set 
for 300 diners at the banquet in the Temple. 
The Novices hailed from Rawlins, Rock 
Springs, Cheyenne, Casper and Parco, 


(MIZPAH, Fort Wayne, Inv. 


Noble W. H. Bogart has been elected 
Recorder to succeed Noble G. L. Scheffler, 
who resigned for business reasons. The new 
Recorder has been a member since 1910, for 
the last three as president of the Temple 
Band. 

Mizpah’s third annual golf tournament 
was held on June 21st at the Fort Wayne 
Country Club. This always is a big day 
for members. 

Potentate James H. Haberly is planning 
several pilgrimages to cities adjacent to Fort 
Wayne where members have Shrine clubs. 
He will take along each time the Band, 
Patrol and Chanters, to entertain the com- 
munity as well as Nobles. 


(MOOLAH, St. Louis 


On June 2nd Moolah added another page 
to its history of outstanding Ceremonials. 
The balance and perfection of its stage 
setting, costumes, ritual and second section 
work won universal praise. Chief Lieuten- 
ant Theodore Appel, acting Potentate for 
Potentate George Fox, who was absent 
because of illness, deserves great credit for 
so well carrying out the Potentate’s prelim- 
inary plans and for his aptitude so suddenly 
called into play. 

Herman Mauch was chairman of the 
banquet committee. Nobles Appel, Acting 
Chief Rabban William F. Biederman, High 
Priest and Prophet Jackson J. Hagen, Cere- 
monial Master Leroy F. Turnbull, and James 
W. Chilton and Donald Anderson, assistants, 
led the proceedings. Noble John Albert 
Hubbart gave the inspired charge in his 
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usual eloquent manner. Major E. H. Loff- 
hagen was grand marshal; Wade Fallert, 
director of chanters; Colonel A. A. Mar- 
quardt, commandant of the Patrol; Henry 
J. Falkenhainer, director of the Band; 
William Boennecke, leader of the Drum 
and Bugle Corps; John H. Bueschen, ‘second 
section stage manager. 


(MOROCCO, JacksonviL1e, FLA. 


The cool Jacksonville Beach sands for the 
nonce became the hot sands of the Sahara 
on June 26th, when Justice Louie W. Strum 
of the Florida Supreme Court, Potentate of 
Morocco, led Nobles and Novices to the 
shore for the mid-Summer Ceremonial. A 
parade and band concert on the boardwalk 
and a fish fry and dancing on the pier were 
outside features of the affair. 


(MOSLEM, Detroit, Micu. 

More than 7000 Nobles jammed ferry 
boats for the jaunt to Bob-lo Island on 
June Ist, where the monster Spring Cere- 
monial was held. There was a colorful 
parade from the Masonic Temple to the 
dock, the marchers being led by Potentate 
Tunis E. Stinson, Chief Rabban E. O. 
Knight, High Priest James Dickson, Jr., and 
Oriental Guide Guy W. Moore. The Band, 
Chanters and Patrol were in the line_and 
afterward ably did their part in the Cere- 
monial which imparted the secrets of the 
desert to 178 who sought light and knowledge. 


(MURAT, Invranapotis, IND. 


A gala aerial circus and aeronautical 
parade by regular Army and National Guard 
planes from Fort Benjamin Harrison were 
the outstanding attractions of the Temple’s 
band picnic and outing on June 10th. The 
Murat Band of 60 pieces gave a_ splendid 
concert, “rivalled” only by the “burlesque 
band.” Auto polo games led the long list 
of athletic events. The revelling was done 
i Walnut Gardens, 13 miles from Indianap- 
olis. 


(NILE, Srattiz, WasH. 


An unusual broadcast was made over 
KFOA on May 31st, when all the noises of 
a circus, including the calliopes, were sent 
out on the air incidental to the luncheon in 
a ballroom of the Olympic Hotel, where the 
Nile Shrine Luncheon Club held a big 
shindig. 

The Imperial Captain of the Guard, Hugh 
M. Caldwell, christened Nile’s baby camel, 
born on April 22nd. 

Potentates from five temples attended the 
Ceremonial on June 9th, directed by Poten- 
tate William A. Eastman. Past Potentate 
George R. Drever was director. 


(OASIS, Cuartotte, N. C. 


Oasis has decided upon a new mosque and 
has purchased a lot 88 by 300 by 150 feet. 
which real estate experts valued at about 
$100.000. Announcement of the deal was 

{Shrine News Continued on page 50] 
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away. Somewhere far away from Los 
Angeles.” 

“T think you are correct,” she said slowly. 
“JT am glad you have suggest’ it.” 

He spoke less confidently now. “That 
brings me to the real reason for this talk, 
Tyra. It is about myself.” 

Her eyes brightened and she sat up with a 
sudden quiver of interest. 

“About you?” 

“Yes. We've been married about seven 
months, Tyra. Only the two of us and Aik- 
man and Furnhjelm know the true status. 
Others may suspect it, but we are the only 
ones who know. And there are two persons 
who believe that we are really man and wife 
—in all that the words imply.” 

“Who are they?” 

“My father and mother.” 

“Oh...” 

“T don’t want to be unduly sentimental,” 
he went on painfully. “I don’t want to play 
on your emotions. But facts are facts. I 
suppose it is natural that my mother and 
father should be very fond of me. The idea 
came to me . . . I would never have men- 
tioned it if you hadn’t been so worn out—” 

“What idea, Larry?” 

“My parents are in for rather a wallop, 
Tyra. Seven months ago they suddenly re- 
ceived a wire announcing that I had married. 
They read of it in all the newspapers, and I 
sent them worlds of clippings. Naturally, I 
had to act the part of the enraptured bride- 
groom for their benefit. I wrote long let- 
fersis. .” 

“What sort of letters?” she questioned 
gently. 

“About you and myself. I told them what 
a beautiful woman you were, and what an 
exquisite wife! I made them see you as a 
girl they’d be happy to have as a daughter- 
in-law. Can you imagine how they will feel, 
Tyra, when—in a few months—they will hear 
abruptly that I am divorced? Can you 
imagine what it will mean to them to have 
a daughter-in-law for a year, and never to 
have seen her?” 

Impulsively she covered his hand with hers. 

“Knowing that you need a rest—that you 
should get far away from California for a 
few weeks—it occurred to me how wonder- 
ful it would be if you would consent to go 
to Alabama with me.” 

She drew in her breath sharply. 

“You and I, Larry? Just the two of us?” 

“Certainly. I think if I could wire my 
folks that I was bringing you home for a 
couple of weeks, it would make them the 
happiest people in the world. I promise you 
it would not be embarrassing . . .” 

“Poof, Larry! I would not be embarrassed. 
I should adore to meet your parents.” 

Her whole soul thrilled to the idea of this 
queer honeymoon with the man she had been 
married to for seven months and whose wife 
she wouid probably never be. 

“Tll speak with Mr. Aikman tomorrow. 
If he thinks it is a good idea, I will go.” 

He caught her hands in his. “You don’t 
know how happy you're going to make two 
charming old people, Tyra.” 

“T shall be mos’ happy.” Her eyes lighted 
and she leaped to her feet. 

“We can take the car and go to Mr. 
Aikman’s home, and I shall speak with him 
to find out if it will be right for me to make 
this trip and if he says yes—then we shall 
send a telegram to your mother.” 

The mood of depression had dropped from 
her like a discarded cloak. She was vivid and 
eager. 

“Gee, Tyra—you’re a wonder! I know it’s 
asking a lot of you—” 

“Not so!” Her eyes sparkled and he saw 
the wraithlike little dimple at the corner of 
her lips. “The trouble about you, Larry 
Wycoff, is you do not ask for enough things. 


Perhaps if you did, life might be more sweet 
for you.” 

Like two children they raced to the garage 
and threw themselves into the car. With 
Larry at the wheel they broke all traffic laws 
in getting to Aikman’s Wilshire home. Larry 
waited in the car while Tyra went to the 
door. 

_ Aikman begged them to come in, an invita- 
tion which they steadfastly refused. Then, 
in a secluded corner of the big veranda, Tyra 
told him of Larry’s suggestion. 

“That’s great, Tyra! Simply notify Swayne 
and Felder tomorrow that you are leaving. 
Don’t say where or with whom. They'll be 
wild. They'll think [I’ve started something.” 

She danced back to the car and told Larry 
the news. They sped downtown to a tele- 
sraph office, and Tyra insisted on writing the 
wire. 

“Am bringing Larry home with me for 

a two weeks’ rest. We arrive Habersham 
next Thursday afternoon.’ Love 

“Tyra” 


Habersham, Alabama, does not pretend to 
be a bustling, flourishing city. The govern- 
ment census credits it with six thousand in- 
habitants, and its local boosters claim ten 
thousand—but its chief asset is its mellow 
charm, 

It is a town of broad, tree lined streets; of 
dignified old houses 3 of easy friendship and 
warm hospitality. 

But small as the town is, it is one of the 
real social centers of Alabama. It is as 
prideful as Montgomery and Tuscaloosa. 

All the Way across the country Larry had 
been delightful, From the moment they 
boarded the train, he had been like a boy— 
bubbling over with spirits. 

Long since, Tyra had come to love her 
husband. But now she adored him. It was 
a Larry removed from a background where 
he did not belong and placed in an atmosphere 
which was his own, 

With each thrumming beat of car wheels 
Gare, Tyra felt her troubles slipping from 

The train groaned to a protesting halt. 
Larry seized Tyra by the arm and started 
forward. 

The station platform was crowded. He 
felt warm all over—warm with pride of his 
wife and of his home town. The city had 
turned out to greet Tyra—not alone because 
she was Tyra Karlson, but because she was 
Tyra Karlson and his wife. 

Her eyes were bright and starry. Larry 
leaped down the steps and turned to help her. 
There was @ gasp from the crowd and a 
chorus of “There she is!” One or two called 
out—“Hey! Larry |.» 

And then, standing near the baggage room, 
he saw his parents, 

They were an impressive couple: Larry’s 
father tall and spare with features of cameo 


* sharpness; Mrs, Wycoff tiny yet dignified 


with snowy hair and big, kindly eyes. 

Larry’s fingers wrapped about Tyra’s arm, 
and she fairly ran to keep pace with him. 
The crowd stood back, smiling warmly. 

Then, quite frankly and naturally—without 
Heron or attectation—Tyra went to her 
husband’s mother, "5 arms en- 
folded the girl. Mee 

Then Tyra turned to Larry’s father. The 
roguish violet light was in her eyes, the faint 
suggestion of a dimple at the corner of her 
lips. She clasped Shelby Wycoff’s hand and 
lifted her lips for his kiss, 

“T love you both,” she said impulsively. 

_ Tyra’s heart went out to the quiet, friendly 
citizens of this sleepy little town and she met 
look for look and smile for smile. 

Larry singled out a half dozen of the more 
Prominent persons [Continued on page 51] 
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made by Noble W. S. Liddell, president of 
the temple widow’s fund and Past Grand 
Master of North Carolina Masons. The type 
of building to be erected, and when, and 
whether it is to include a theater, are points 
not yet decided. 


(ORIENTAL, Troy, N. Y. 


In honor of Potentate Ralph W. Rennie 
the Temple went to Glens Falls, his home 
town, on June 8th and held a Ceremonial 
that drew more than 2000 Shriners to the 
Armory and many times that many specta- 
tors to the outside festivities. City Park, 
for instance, was jammed for the band con- 
cert by Oriental’s Band. Nobles and some 
uniformed bodies were present and partici- 
pated in behalf of Cyprus of Albany, Tigris 
of Syracuse and Cairo of Rutland, Vermont. 

The Glens Falls Post-Star wrote an edi- 
torial of welcome, saying of Shriners that 

“They walk in Allah’s sight by day, 

“And nestle in his smile by night.” 


(PALESTINE, Provivence, R. I. 


The last week in June was a festive time 
for those who dwell within Palestine’s 
domain, because of a combination Ceremonial 
and outing. The Novices were received in 
short form in Freemasons Hall early in the 
morning of the Ceremonial day, and at 
10:00 A. M. there was a street parade. Then 
everybody “hopped in, Nobles” for the 
auto caravan to the hidden oasis. There 
were athletic contests, indoor card games, 
a boat ride, and lots to eat—and everything 
was free to members of the Temple. 


(PYRAMID, Brivcerort, Conn. 


A motley aggregation of noisy sons of the 
desert was rounded up on June 9th and 
taken to the Pyramid to learn the lessons 
of obedience. There were 87 Novices who 
withstood the Moslem Test and thus became 
members of the Faithful. More than 1700 
Nobles witnessed the ritual and the per- 
formances of the uniformed bodies. 


(SALAAM, Newark, N. J. 


Nearly 10,000 Shriners of New Jersey, 
New York, Pennsylvania and Maryland, 
with dozens of scattered ones from many 
other states, saw Salaam break the record 
of all of Shrinedom on June 23rd, when it 
initiated 500 Novices in Jersey City. Tentage 
for a full fledged three-ring circus was 
used for the proceedings. All of Salaam’s 


uniformed units participated in the parade, 
including the Scarlet and Gold Hussars 
Mounted Guard. 

The Ceremonial was held on the field 
named after Noble John J. Pershing, where 
the banquet also was held from 5:00 to 
7:00 P. M., in still another large tent. The 
general chairman, as right hand bower for 
Potentate Robert A. Alberts was Noble 
Clarence Owens. Other chairmen were 
George Scheetz, Jr., Newton W. Bolen, 
James F. Russel, Henry Christiansen, Samuel 
R. Fletcher, R. S. Lawson, Frederick H. 
Mertens, Dr. Harry H. Rich, Colonel George 
M. Buttle, Harry D. Adair, Charles F. Boldt, 
Royal E. Perrin, general aide, Harvey N. 
Petty. Colonel Buttle was grand marshal, 
assisted by Colonel George T. Vickers, 
Colonel H. Herman Schwarzkopf and Chief 
Joseph D. Lowden. 

Mecca, Kismet and Crescent Temples 
contributed their uniformed bodies, joining 
Salaam’s. 


(SUDAN, New Bern, N. C. 


The Temple’s Spring Ceremonial in 
Raleigh, N. C., on June 7th was a great 
success, reports Recorder Caleb D. Bradham. 
More than 8000 Nobles, their families and 
friends were registered. Nobles from the 
Carolinas and Virginia poured into the city. 

Every Divan officer and every Past Po- 
tentate was present. It is felt that the 
Nobility of North Carolina never had such 
a joyous time. Representatives of Khedive, 
Acca, Boumi, Beni-Kedem, Oasis, Hejez, 
Omar, and other distant temples joined the 
happy throng for two nights and a day. 

Sudan’s Golden Concert Band, under the 
leadership of Major P. W. Price, President 
of the Band Directors Association, and 
Captain John H. Parker’s Arab Patrol 
excelled all previous efforts. The wrecking 
crew, in new uniforms, brought a’ touch 
of the hot sands of the desert to the Novices. 


(SYRIA, Pirrspurcu, Pa. 


Potentate Reginald A, Daniell, desiring 
to keep the Shrine before his members, 
inaugurated a system of having a double 
Ceremonial, one on June 7th for the mem- 
bers living in Pittsburgh and one for the 
Nobility outside. He secured a class of 
205 and divided half of them to be initiated 
the first night and the balance on the second 
night. The entertainment and all events 
were the same on both evenings. The 
method met with the unanimous approval of 


the membership and over 4000 Nobles were 
taken care of each night, 


(Nobles Earl Longstreth and John W. Guy (center) were so anxious to 
cross the hot sands at Aahmes Temple Ceremonial they flew all the way 
from Turlock, Cal., to Oakland. 
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These Shriners and pint-size Shrinerettes made @ bit in Marocco's 


(Noble J. E. Sand- 
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On June 14th a Ceremonial was held in 
the Scottish Rite auditorium at New Castle, 
Pa., about sixty miles below Pittsburgh. 
The Shrine Club at that point under the 
guidance of Noble Fred L. Rentz was 
instrumental in- securing 110 petitions, con- 
sequently the Potentate deemed it proper 
that a Ceremonial should be held. A special 
train on the P.& L.E.R.R. took the uni- 
formed organizations to New Castle, accom- 
panied by several hundred of the Nobility. 

Upon arrival at New Castle the lines were 
formed and a march made to the Scottish 
Rite Auditorium, where the units changed 
to their uniforms. A business meeting for 
ballotting on candidates was held at 3:30 
P. Mi Promptly at four o’clock a parade 
was held, traversing the principal streets of 
the city, returning to the Temple for dinner. 
This was followed by moving pictures, a 
concert by Syria Band, drills by the Arab 
Patrol and Legion of Honor and at seven 
o’clock the Ceremonial proper took place, 
after which vaudeville and moving pictures 
formed the entertainment. 

This was a gala day in New Castle, hun- 
dreds of the Nobility who have not been 
able to witness a Ceremonial at Syria Mosque 
for years, were on hand and were royally 
entertained. The seating capacity of this 
beautiful auditorium, 3500, was entirely filled 
and several hundred found standing room. 
The banqcet hall seats 2700 at one sitting 
and a regular plate dinner was served. . 

The ritualistic work and stage settings 
were wonderful, the second section and the 
vaudeville was enjoyed immensely by nearly 
4000 Nobles who crowded into the beautiful 
auditorium. A. H. Fiebach, Potentate of 
Al Koran Temple at Cleveland, accom- 
panied by W. Steinbremmer, Assistant to 
the Potentate, were the honored guests, 
including Fred J. Reutelhuber, Recorder of 


[Shrine News Continued on page 54] 





Ceremonial parade. 
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2eMARRIAGE, LIMITED 
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who pressed forward to welcome him. 

Larry was so proud and so happy that’ he 
could not contain himself. As they reached 
the somewhat rickety little car which his 
father drove, he leaned over and pressed 
Tyra’s hand. She answered the pressure and 
smiled ‘nto his eyes. 

Larry sat in front with his father. Tyra 
and Mrs. Wycoff climbed into the tonneau. 

They halted at the curb before a great, 
spraddling house, somewhat sorely in need 
of fresh paint—but dignified and proud for 
all its shabbiness. It stood in the midst of 
huge grounds; half concealed by a wealth of 
shrubbery and stately shade trees. Tyra 
caught a glimpse of two very dark faces at 
the front door—broad red mouths and gleam- 
ing white teeth—which disappeared as. Larry 
leaped to the curb to assist her and Mrs. 
Wycoff to alight. 

Tyra never could remember just what it 
was they talked about all through that de- 
lightful first evening in Larry’s home. It was 
about nothing in particular—nothing of im- 
portance—yet there crept into her soul a 
great feeling of peace. 

At ten o’clock Mrs. Wycoff insisted that 
everybody go to bed. She could tell that 
Tyra was fatigued. She and her husband 
escorted them to their rooms. They said good 
night—Mrs. Wycoff kissed Tyra and Larry 
. .. and then they were gone. 

Larry faced his wife. They were alone in 
a private room together for the first time 
since their marriage nearly eight months be- 
ore. 

Larry’s face was brick red. But Tyra was 
calm and self-possessed. Larry walked rather 
stiffly across the room and opened a door 
which led out into what was called a sleep- 
ing porch. On it was a double bed. 

“T told mother we would like to have these 
rooms,” he said awkwardly. “That one will 
be yours. I shall sleep out here. I hope, 
Oya: =? 

“You dear foolish boy,” she said softly. 
“Don’t you know I don’t require explana- 
tions? And of course I understand that your 
parents must not know—how things are be- 
tween us.” 

He turned away, but she stopped him. She 
was standing near the foot of her bed, and 
He epunpsed in her eyes the maddening roguish 
ight. 

“Larry,” she said, “if you are going to be 
like your father when you are his age—I hope 
I shall know you then,’ 

He smiled, then flushed, and turned away. 
He closed the door. He did not immediately 
undress. Instead he stood looking off through 
the oak and pine. But his thoughts were on 
the other side of the door. 

The simple, quiet, unaffected little southern 
town took Tyra to its heart. 

In the afternoon they fell into the town 
custom of walking downtown about five 
o'clock and strolling around the Square. The 
high spot of each such stroll was Tyra’s ice- 
cream soda. 3 

Larry and Tyra were leaving Framingham’s 
Drug store. Tyra’s eyes were sparkling as 
she slipped her arm into Larry’s. 

Suddenly he felt her fingers tighten. 

She was standing rigid as a statue. Her 
cheeks were dead white and her eyes, wide 
and staring, were strained across the Square 
toward the Court House. 

Frightened by her manner, he followed the 
direction of her eyes. He could see nothing 

. unless it was the large figure of a man, 
quietly dressed, who was strolling indiffer- 
ently along the street. 

Larry bent swiftly and whispered; 

“Steady, Tyra.” 

She gasped, and seemed to recover from the 
sudden shock. 

“Let us go home, Larry. Quickly!” 

(To be concluded] 
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This illustration shows the main building 
of the McCleary Sanitarium and, Clinic 
at Excelsior Springs, Missouri — the larg- 
est institution in the world devoted to tl 
treatment of piles and other rectal troubles. 
(Only curable cases are accepted.) 
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homes when they are discharged. The girls 
also do fancy work. Toys are made and 
given bright colors. In their spare time 
the boys make brushes. 

The Chief Physician is Dr. Leroy C. Ab- 
bott, and all the work done there by him 
and other doctors, including the operations, 
is free of charge. There are three operating 
rooms and two days a week are set aside 
for surgery. Among their wonderful cures 
is that of a little girl, 11 years old, whose 
spinal trouble was so severe that she had 
to walk on all fours like a dog. Today she 
walks like a West Pointer on parade, assisted 
only by a brace on one leg, and she has 
hopes of getting along without even that 
prop some day. One girl had a short leg 
and made matters worse by turning in the 
toes of the other foot in an attempt to 
equalize. The result was that the toes began 
to grow that way. The short leg was 
stretched and the toes were straightened out, 
so that now she walks correctly with the 
help of a special shoe. Many other instances 
of misery turned into joy could be cited. 

*/” * * 


The late Noble Floyd F Brower left an 
estate of $150,000 which will eventually go 
to the hospital in Portland, Oregon. ‘The 
widow, Mrs. Maude Brower will enjoy the 
income from two-thirds of tue estate dur- 
ing her life, and a sister, Mrs, Bertha B. 
Harris, will draw from the other third in 
like manner. Upon their deaths, and that 
of certain other beneficiaries, the estate 
goes to the hospital. The trustee is the 
Security Savings and Trust Company. 

Noble Brower, who was 52 at the time of 
his death, was president of the Columbia 
Optical Company. 

* * 

At the national convention of the Daugh- 
ters of the Nile, held in Buffalo, it was 
announced on June Ist that the Order will 
establish and maintain convalescent hospitals 
in conjunction with fourteen of the Shrine 
Hospitals for Crippled Children, A state- 
ment to this effect was given to the press 
by Mrs, Virginia Crouse, of Los Angeles, 
the newly elected Supreme Queen. ; 

The convention decided to raise the fund 
through a per capita tax upon their 44 
temples in the United States, Canada and 
Hawaii. Further details were left over until 
the national convention in Los Angeles next 
year. , 

* 

Noble Walter W. Williamson, Chairman 
of the Board of Governors of the Montreal 
hospital, reports that the boys there who 
constitute the 113th Montreal Boy Scouts 
Troop recently won 33 prize ribbons with 
57 entries at the Montreal Boys Hobby 
Show. The work was done under the able 
direction of Mrs. M. A. Corcoran, manual 
therapeutist of the unit. Their basketry 
and rug weaving exhibits were easily the 
best in the exposition. Other excellent ex- 
hibits included leather purses, fancy leather 
flowers, small carved totem polls very rem- 
iniscent of far away British Columbia, a 
collection of well mounted butterflies, under 
glass and framed, and a series of water 
colored pastel pictures. 

Bird houses were also displayed, and one 
of the most interesting was not’ even on 
display. It was made by little Tommy 
Smith, who is still bed-riddeu. He worked 
cheerily away on his cot on the sunny 
balcony while the other boys romped 
around. By dint of much labor he built 
the bird house, driving each nail with great 
care. And he got a lot of dust from his 
sandpapering in his bed. At last it was 
finished, even down to green paint. A 
brother Scout then climbed a tree with it, 
and now Tommy can see the pair of wild 


birdies which took up their abode in it. 

Now the Montreal hospital girls are pre- 
paring for a handicraft display of their own, 
and the result is awaited with a great deal 
of interest. 

* * * 

Noble E. Palmo Dowell, aide to the 
Potentate of Boumi Temple, sends in a 
clipping from the Baltimore American, with 
a featured article on “Baltimore Day by 
Day,” The conductor of this popular local 
column is Mr. Richard D. Steuart, whose 
pen name is Carroll Dulaney. He writes: 

“T am not a Shriner, but it seems to me 
that it would be hard to find better work 
than that which the members of that 
Masonic Order are doing throughout the 
country in the hospitals for crippled children 
which they maintain. 

“Some idea of this work was gained from 
a motion picture which was shown the 
other night in the ballroom of the Garden 
Theater under the auspices of Boumi 
Temple. The picture is called ‘An Equal 
Chance,’ and it was explained by a Shriner 
from Los Angeles (Noble Reynold E. 
Blight) who certainly possesses to a marked 
degree that gift of ‘gab’ which seems to 
be inhaled with the California ozone. 

“To see these poor, afflicted children, 
many of them like the doll’s dressmaker of 
Dickens, whose back was bad and whose 
legs were queer, restored to health, and 
their misshapen limbs and twisted bodies 
made normal, and to realize that they have 
been-given a chance to grow into healthy, 
useful citizens—if that is not a work worth- 
while then I am a Prohibitionist! 

“And so, whether you are a Shriner or 
not, you simply must give them a hand 
for what they are doing.” 


HOSPITAL FILM IS FREE 


The Shrine hospital film, “An Equal 
Chance,” is available for Shrine temples and 
Shrine clubs during the fall and _ winter 
season merely by addressing Allen H. 
Ratterree or Reynold E. Blight, 2632 West 
7th street, Los Angeles. The only cost will 
be expressage. The expense production was 
carried entirely by Noble Allen H. Ratterree, 
of Al Malaikah Temple, Los Angeles, as his 
contribution to the cause. 

With the film is sent a musical score, 
instructions regarding the best mechanical 
showing, publicity material and an outline 
of a talk to follow the presentation. It is 
a three-reel feature produced by the Metro- 
Goldwyn-Mayer Company and many of the 
best known players are in the cast. It runs 
off in about thirty minutes. 

Last season Noble Blight presented the 
picture before 150,000 persons at Shrine 
Ceremonials and gatherings in all parts of 
the United States and Canada. It created 
a sensation and deepened interest in the 
work. J : 

The picture tells the story of a little 
crippled boy found in the slums by a Shriner 
who takes him to the hospital, but lack of 
accommodations bars him. Later he gains 
admission and after extended treatment is 
cured and returned to his rejoicing parents. 
The spectators see the hospital wards and 
the children and the work being done. There 
are no gruesome details. 

* * * 

Some letters from grateful parents: 

“T am glad to say Clarence got home 
all right and has been quite busy play- 
ing. He says he misses the kids at the 
hospital but is glad to be home anyway. 
He started to school this morning happy 
as a lark. : 

“He looks awful good, and judging by 
}’s looks I think he must have had 
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enough to eat. He is lots fatter than 
when he went. Thank you for the nice 
blazer he has, and shoes also. He said 
he was going to write to you when he 
had time. His feet are a lot straighter 
now and walks so much better. I hope 
his hand turns out as good as his feet. 

“Well will close for this time. Will 
write you in a few weeks and let you 
know how he is.” 


“Raymond arrived home safely and he 
is looking so good. “Everyone that he met 
commented on how much better he was 
looking than when he left here. He 
walks so much better and _ straighter 
than he did. 

“T would like to thank you all for 
your kindness to my boy. I have a great 
deal to be thankful for and I hope to live 
to see Raymond honorable enough to 
become a Mason and later a Shriner, 
for they have been the means of doing 
wonders for him again. 

“T thank you all, 

“Very gratefully 
“Mother.” 


Copy of a letter from a Noble who spon- 
sored a case in one of our hospitals: 

“T have called to see Selma since they 
brought her home and was agreeably sur- 
prised to note the improvement in her 
physical condition. The operation on her 
leg was more of a success than any of us * 
had hoped for. I also talked with her 
grandfather, with whom she makes her 
home, and he is also very much elated 
over the improvement and treatment ex- 
tended his grand-daughter, inasmuch as 
the various specialists he had consulted 
Previous to our sending her to one of 
our Units, had given him no encourage- 
ment. They all pronounced her case 
hopeless. 

“It is work of this sort that impresses 
me as a Noble of the great amount of 
good which our organization is doing. 
I wish to thank all for the interest shown 
in having this little helpless girl admitted 
to the Hospital and hope that our great 
organization may continue to grow in 
this great service.” : 


“T am ashamed that I haven’t let you 
all know about J. H.’s home-coming. We 
all were just simply crazy to see him and 
So overjoyed we never thought of any- 
one but ourselves. He is doing just fine 
now and can walk on his feet. 

“May God bless one and all for the 
good you all have done for him. Our 
prayers are always for the Shriners Hos- 
pitals, 


“Father and Mother.” 


“We appreciate fully the great work 
done by your institution for our dear 
little girl. She can use her hand so much 
better. And then it is straight and so 
much more sightly. We could never say 
enough for the Shriners Hospital and the 
splendid management. 

“Very truly yours, 
“Father.” 


The two letters below are from the mothers 
of children under the care of Aladdin Temple 
at the Columbus Children’s Hospital. Dr. 
William D. Murphy is Past Poteatate of 
Aladdin: . 

“Dear Dr. Murphy: 

“T feel as though I would have to write 
you a few lines to show you how thank- 
ful we are for what you have done for 
Florence. It certainly was great. Every- 
one who sees her thinks it was an awfully 
good piece of work. Especially do I 
want to thank yourself, Dr. Schafer and 
the nurses that helped to care for her. 
Am awfully sorry that thanks is all that 
IT have to offer now.” 


“Dear Miss Thompson: 

“Received your letter last week; also 
the picture. Was glad you enjoyed them. 
Would be glad to see them printed. Well, 
my little boy is very anxious to leave 
home as the time goes by. He has Dr. 
Murphy’s picture here. Some of the 
Shriners gave him it. He sits and looks 
at it and says ‘I love my Dr. Murphy.’ 
About two weeks ago when he stood 
alone for the first time he wished his Doc- 
tor could see him. He stands very erect 
in his little automobile and holds to the 
steering wheel. He pushes it along and 
takes a few steps himself. He sits in his 
little chair by a large chair and holds to 
the arm of the large chair and pulls him- 
self up and sits down without help. He 
has gained in flesh, being heavier than he 
was when he came home.” 


This letter has been received from a 
former patient at Sydney, N. S. 

“I received your letter and was glad to 
get it indeed. Gerald got home last night 
and I was down today to see him. 

“How is Bill and Rufus? I suppose Bill 
was telling you he got a letter from me. 
certainly was glad to get home. I arrived 


safely and I had a grand trip coming down,, 


and I saw whales and black fish. I came on 
the steamer with Captain ——. 

“IT was down to a scout rally here the 
other night and we had a wonderful time. 
A fellow by the name of John was presented 
with a gold medal for saving a boy from 
drowning in Sydney Harbor who fell off 
the pier and John was in a row-boat and 
he dived down twenty feet of water and 
brought him up in a drowned condition and 
took him ashore and used his first aid and 
pulled him through.” 

* *  * 

Eggs and rabbits and everything ap- 
peared out of space and as mysteriously 
vanished the other day in the Shrine hos- 
pital in St. Louis. Many crippled children 
were found to have real eggs in their 
pockets and even in their mouths. 

Elmer, especially, couldn’t account for it 
at all, insisting that he had never been on 
a poultry farm in his life. But more 
puzzling than all the rest was how real live 
rabbits dissolved right after the children 
carefully wrapped them up for shipment 
home to papa and mamma. 

Gasps, gurgles and guffaws were heard 
for more than an hour. The atmosphere 
was static with question marks. The only 
explanation was that magic must be at 
work, 

And so it was. Howard Thurston was 
performing his wizardry for them, and the 
200 clamoring youngsters would not let 
him go until he promised to repeat the rare 
entertainment on his next visit to St. Louis. 

* * * 

Little Estelle Verdugo was eight years old 
and had never walked because of legs 
warped since birth. One year ago Shriners 
carried her aboard a train in Phoenix, 
Arizona, bound for the hospital in San 
Francisco. 

Ten months passed away—‘came the 
dawn”—literally for Estelle and her fam- 
ily. Imagine the heart poundings of her 
mother and brothers and sisters in Phoenix 
a few weeks ago when before their 
astonished eyes Estelle tripped lightly down 
the Pullman steps and ran—yes, ran,—into 
dear mamma’s arms! 

The best orthopedic surgeons in the 
Northwest had indeed done their best, and 
all without charge to Mrs. Verdugo, who 
had almost given up hope that Estelle ever 
would be anything all her life but a twisted 
and helpless cripple. 

A group of Shriners, led by Potentate 
Cliff Carpenter of El Zaribah Temple, also 
greeted Estelle at the station. 

[Hospital News Continued on page 55] 
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Al Amin Temple of Little Rock, Ark., who 
was visiting friends in Pittsburgh and who 
made the trip to witness the Ceremonial. 
The Nobility of New Castle and especially 
Caravan No. 5 Fred L. Rentz, President 
and Walter C. DeArment, Secretary, worked 
untiringly in seeing that every one was well 
entertained and made welcome. The Mayor 
of New Castle, Noble Wm. J. Gillespie, 
made a speech of welcome and delivered to 
Potentate Daniell the key of the city. 


(TIGRIS, Syracuse, N. Y. 


Early in June Tigris held a very success- 
ful Ceremonial, initiating 48 candidates. It 
was the first large affair to be held in the 
remodeled mosque. 

The annual outing took place on June 
23rd, with open air games and feeds the 
order of the day. 

Preparations are already being made for 
the program of the New York State Shrine 
Council at Niagara Falls on September 7-8. 


(TRIPOLI, Mu,wavxer, Wis. 


The annual cherry blossom tour of the 
Tripoli Motor Club, from Milwaukee to 
Sturgeon Bay and through Door County, 
was held on June 2nd and 3rd. The depar- 
ture received an escort of motorcycle police 
for several miles. 

Tripoli members are luxuriating in their 
new mosque, with that satisfied feeling that 
comes with the possession of a valuable 
property without debt. 


(W AHABI, Jackson, Miss. 


Wahabi is the first Temple in North 
America, so far as is known, to follow 
Brother Lindbergh’s request that prominent 
buildings in cities put signs on_ roofs. 
Wahabi has done this, covering the Masonic 
Temple roof with a gigantic Shrine emblem, 
an arrow of equal proportions and the 
words “Jackson, Miss.” Moreover, it is 
the first airport, sign in Mississippi. 


(YAARAB, Attanta, Ga. 


On June 14th the cornerstone of the new 
$2,000,000 mosque was laid on Peachtree 
Street, opposite Ponce de Leon Avenue. 
Grand Master Raymund Daniel and other 
officers of the Grand Lodge of Georgia 
officiated at the ceremony, assisted by 
Potentate Tom Law and his Divan. Past 
Grand Master and Past Potentate George 
M. Napier contributed the trowel used by 
George Washington in laying the cornerstone 
of the capitol in Washington. It was then 
turned over to the Potentate. 


((ZA-GA-ZIG, Des Moines, Iowa 


More than 1000 Shriners and _ their 
families participated in the annual Shrine 





picnic at Sycamore Park on June 11th. The 
program for the day consisted of music by 
the Band, and the Bugle Corps, a picnic 
supper and games. There was dancing in 
the evening. 


(ZEMBO, Harrispure, Pa. 


One hundred and twenty-one Novices 
trudged across the hot sands to the oasis 
of Zembo on June Ist, being a collective 
peg upon which the wrecking crew and 
ceremonial cast hung one of the peppiest 
Ceremonials seen by the Nobility for a long 
time. The program opened at noon with 
a luncheon by the Zembo Shrine Luncheon 
Club. The parade was the largest ever held 
by the Temple, one feature being the first 
public appearance of a mounted unit of 
forty Nobles. There was something doing 
from noon to midnight. 


((ZEM ZEM, Erte, Pa. 


The Temple officers have been making 
out of town pilgrimages, and on various 
days in June the Chanters, Band and Patrol 
gave the glad hand in Bradford, Sharon, 
Warren, Oil City, New Castle, Ridgway, 
Meadville, Mercer and Franklin. 


(ZUHRAH, Minnearoris, Minn. 


Zuhrah’s Spring Ceremonial found 86 
candidates in line for the trip to Mecca. 
The grand entree and accompanying events 
were snappy, embellished by many new 
features. The Nobility thoroughly enjoyed 
several novel stunts introduced by Dr. F. 
Denton White, the director. Potentate 


Walter E. Winslow received general con- 
gratulations on the success of his first Cere- 
monial. The Temple’s Divan and uniformed 
bodies took a prominent part in the anni- 





(Lieut. Halstead, who recently risked his neck in 
atrial stunts for a Shrine Benefit for Murat 
Temple, Indianapolis. 
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Robinson’ s Circus. 
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versary Ceremonial of El Zagal in Fargo 
on June 8th. A special train of seven 
sleeping coaches, commissary car and obser- 
vation car was needed. Stops for concerts 
were made at six places going and coming. 


EL JEBEL’S NEW COUNTRY HOME 

El Jebel Temple in Denver is building a 
handsome and commodious country home, 
which will also have the added value of not 
being far out. It is located in the north- 
west part of the city and will be the official 
mosque, the cost to be $300,000. A drive 
of 15 minutes from the business heart of 
tthe city will get the Nobility to the site, 
where the Temple already owns 192 acres 
with a golf course. 

A notable feature of the project is that 
El Jebel has the money on hand, and there 
will be no assessment or raising of dues. 

The auditorium will seat 3500. There will 
be one main and three private dining-rooms, 
a large general lounge, ladies’ rest room, a 
ball and banquet room 90 by 110 feet, bil- 
liard and card rooms. In the basement will 
be the drill hall and gymnasium, golfers’ 
grill, kitchens, storage space, uniformed or- 
ganizations rooms, etc. A swimming pool 
is to be added later. An added attraction 
of the second floor plan will be a large and 
sunny roof deck. (Photograph page 44.) 


ENTERED THE UNSEEN TEMPLE 


Dr. Oscar Munroe Lanstrum, for several 
years permanent Representative of Algeria 
Temple to the Imperial Council, and a 
member of the Board of Trustees of the 
Shriners’ Hospitals for Crippled Children, 
dropped dead in his office in Helena, Mon- 
tana, on June 20th. He was Republican 
national committeeman for Montana, re- 
cently reelected, and had shortly before re- 
turned from the convention in Kansas City. 
He was a prominent figure in national Shrine 
circles. 

Noble Lanstrum was born in Galesburg, 
Illinois, on November 26, 1869, received his 
A.B. and A.M. at Knox College and his 
M.D. at the College of Physicians and 
Surgeons in Chicago. After practising a 
short time there he moved to Montana, 
becoming managing editor of the Montana 
Daily Record in Helena in 1904, holding 
that office for more than 22 years. He 
married Lilian Gertrude Conrad in 1897 and 
they had three sons. 

Noble Lanstrum was a trustee of Knox 
College, and of Montana Wesleyan Univer- 
sity, and a member of two Greek letter 
fraternities. He was a 33° Mason. He 
was a director of the Montana Trust and 
Savings Bank and of the Montana Life 
Insurance Company. He served two terms 
in the Montana Legislature and was Re- 
publican nominee for United States Senator 
in 1918. 

. * * * 

Noble Hobart H. Todd, Potentate of 
Damascus Temple in Rochester, New York, 
died there on June 19th, after an illness of 

[Shrine News Continued on page 561 


AUGUST, 1928 


$@WHAT THE HOSPITALS ARE DOING 


[Continued from page 53] 


“Dear Miss Superintendent: Mrs. Yamm 
accompanied our grandson, Billy Jack, to 
your hospital Friday, and we surely feel 
pleased with the wonderful report she gave 
us of the Shrine Hospital and all of its co- 
workers. 

“We deeply feel the loneliness of Billy 
Jack, but our hearts go out in thankful- 
ness that our dear boy is in such good hands 
and our appreciation to the Shriners and 
their staff of co-workers cannot be ex- 
plained by pen. Her praises were most 
flattering and congratulating of your home 
and work. 


“Ever hoping Billy Jack will prove most . 


worthy of anything that may be done for 
him. 

“We are anxiously waiting to hear from 
you and to know just how our boy is com- 
ing. Thanking you from the depths of our 
hearts, I remain, 

“GRANDMOTHER.” 


* * * 

The following incident is an example of 
the interest in unfortunate children which 
results from Shrinedom’s activities: 

“Portland, Oregon, March 7th, 1928. 
“To the Officers and Directors of the 

Shriners Hospital for Crippled Children, 
“Portland, Oregon. 

“Gentlemen: Being mindful of the lofty 


aims and objects of your most worthy hos- 
pital, and realizing the inestimable benefits 
bestowed through it on those most in need 
of our sympathy, our love and our assis- 
tance, I desire the privilege of donating the 
enclosed check of $1,000 to further the 
noble cause. i 

“Tt is my wish that said funds be kept 
intact and invested in some first class bond 
or bonds, and that on Christmas of each 
year the income from said fund be used 
to buy for the hospital some one or two 
articles that will be of the most advantage 
to the inmates, whether for amusement, 
education or comfort. 


“Very sincerely, JosepH SHEMANSKI.” 
* * * 

Here is just one more letter from a 
grateful parent of a child for whom Shrine 
hospitals have made life really worth while. 

“Dear Miss Superintendent: I don’t 
know how to thank you, or show my ap- 
preciation for what has been done for Alice, 
but I surely am grateful and want to thank 
every one who helped to care for her. 

“Tt certainly is wonderful to have the 
service of a wonderful place like the Shrin- 
ers Hospital, and the attention of such kind 
and competent physicians, and all I can 
do in return is to thank you from the bot- 
tom of my heart. “MorHer.” 


a a Se 
SseSNEEZERS & WHEEZERS 


[Continued from page 19] 


and mounted hunting trophies, heads of 
buffalo, deer and other game hanging in 
dining-room or library. But one of the 
most curious sources of asthmatic trouble 
of which I learned was told me by the 
physician who treated an elderly lady whose 
attacks occurred without any regular peri- 
odicity. Sometimes she would have an at- 
tack every day for a week or so; then she 
might not have another for ten days or a 
fortnight. One day in the course of con- 
versation she said that she had just been 
making one of her visits to the Zoo. 

“I just love the lions,” she said. 

The doctor, suspecting that he had hit 
upon a clue, went to the Zoo and, with 
the aid of a keeper and at really consider- 
able risk to himself, obtained a large lock 
of hair from the mane of one of the lions. 
By the skin test method the lion’s hair was 
proved to be the cause of the lady’s asthma. 

Sometimes the symptoms of allergy are 
the violent ones of asthma, sometimes the 
milder but still distressing symptoms of 
hay fever. There is no rule about it; it is 
a question of individual sensitiveness and 
the form which each person's allergy takes. 
It is probably more common for hay fever 
to be caused by the vegetable pollens than 
it is for these substances to cause asthma, 
and it is of very little use for persons 
susceptible to vegetable pollens to try to 
dodge them. Many of them are carried by 
the winds for miles. Rag weed pollens 
have been picked up in airplanes at a height 
of two miles. Fortunately, it is easier to 
immunize most hay fever victims against 
these pollens than it is to provide similar 
immunization in severe cases of asthma. 

In the case of one young woman, a stu- 
dent at Barnard College, her extreme sen- 


* siliveness to anything containing hens’ eggs 


1s so strong that even to eat a piece of 
ordinary plain cake will send her to bed. 
On the advice of her physician, duck eggs 
and goose eggs are used in preparing special 
food for her while she is undergoing the 


two year course of intensive treatment 
which, it has been found, is usually neces- 
sary to provide complete immunization in 
the case of allergy excited by foods. 

It is not so easy to dodge some of the 
foodstufis which bring on asthmatic attacks. 
Persons sensitive to wheat not only have to 
avoid all the ordinary kinds of bread, for 
all of them contain wheat flour, whether 
labeled rye or corn bread, but they cannot 
eat sausage, thick soups, gravies thickened 
with flour, spaghetti or macaroni in any 
form, or a number of other foods which 
are not ordinarily thought of as containing 
wheat. 

Unfortunate are the sufferers who are 
sensitive to several common foods at one 
time. Two cases have been reported of 
men who were sensitive to three different 
kinds of food, wheat, eggs and milk. One 
of these patients was well-to-do and man- 
aged to work out a satisfactory domestic 
dietary containing none of the offending 
substances. For the other patient, who did 
not have the time or the means to pursue a 
similar course, there was no cure except 
the long, slow process of desensitization to 
all three kinds of food. 

Some asthma patients are sensitive to 
turkey, pigeon or parrot feathers and not 
to the feathers of chickens, ducks or geese. 
One interesting case was that of a New York 
woman the cause of whose trouble puzzled 
two or three physicians who were called in 
consultation for a long time. They could 
find nothing in or about her house to which 
she reacted. Finally* one of them noticed 
that some English sparrows had built a 
nest on the fire escape near a window at 
which she customarily sat with the window 
open in warm weather, 

Canary birds, curiously enough, are very 
rarely the cause of asthmatic symptoms. 
The effluvium from dogs’ hair is, however, 
a not uncommon cause. Some individuals 
are affected by a particular breed of dog, 
and not by others. [Continued on page 57] 
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before you buy full protec-. 
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Buffalo Life Policy. The 
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are able to pay. Low rates 
while your earning power is 
not mature, higher rates as 

ou are able to pay them. 
But all the time full protec- 
tion. The best policy for 
anybody, but particularly for 
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o==—=0 


BUFFALO LIFE ASSOCIATION 


Established 1872 
Formerly the MASONIC LIFE ASS’N 
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several weeks. He had insisted upon re- 
maining active as long as possible, attending 
the Imperial Council sessions in Miami in 

May, and upon returning to Rochester he 
visited all sick Nobles on the Damascus list. 

Noble Todd was born in Fairfield, New 
York, on August 7, 1870. He graduated 
with honors from the Fairfield Seminary 
and became a teacher in New York. City. 
After a short time he resigned to do wel- 
fare work among the poor, becoming assis- 
tant superintendent of the House of Refuge 
there. After more than three years of that 

he was appointed superintendent of the 
New York Parental School in Flushing, 
Long Island, where he spent the next eight 
years. 

In 1917 he was offered the position of 
superintendent of the New York State Agri- 
cultural and Industrial School, in Rochester. 
Upon accepting he transferred his Masonic 
affiliations from Brooklyn to Rochester. He 
would have retired on a state pension on 

September ist. Only Mrs. Todd survives 
of the immediate family. 
* * * 

Noble Fred A. Jones of Hella Temple in 
Dallas, leading engineer and builder of Texas. 
and brother of Imperial Potentate Frank Cc 
Jones, and C. A. Jones of Greenville, Texas. 
died in Dallas on May 22nd. Many of the 
most important buildings in Dallas, Houston 
Galveston, El Paso, and some in Mississippi 
and Tennessee, Texas interurban systems. 
telephone exchanges and reservoirs were built 
by Noble Jones in his short career of 53 years. 

He was born in Dallas, the son of Frank 
and Nannie Hunt Jones. He graduated from 
Fannin Academy in Bonham, from Richmond 
College, in Richmond, Virginia, degree of A.B. 
and from Cornell University, in electrical and 
mechanical engineering, receiving that degree 
at the age of 23. To list his subsequent opera- 
tions would be to name the principal building 
operations of almost every chief center of 
Texas, 

In the World War he represented the Sec- 
retary of War in the inspection of training 
camps and aviation fields and conducted ex. 
amination of civilians for officers training 
camps. 

_ On September Sth, 1910, Noble Jones mar- 
ried Miss Gussie Holland, daughter of the 
late Colonel Frank P. Holland, once Mayor of 
Dallas, and owner of Holland’s Magazine and 
of Farm and Ranch. Mrs. Jones and three 
sons survive. 

* * ok 

Noble Morton G. Mason, of El Korah 
Temple in Boise, Idaho, died recently. He 
was a K.C.C.H. in the Scottish Rite. He 
was born in New Lebanon, Indiana, on May 
8th, 1878. His wife, parents, sister and four 


brothers survive. H i 
< a © was a Spanish 
veteran. : i 


* * a 
Noble Lazard Kahn, president of the Esta’ 
Stove Works, of Hamilton, Ohio, who me 
Chevalier of the French Legion of Honor 
died at his home at the age of 77. He was a 
member of Syrian Temple in Cincinnati, 
* 2 4 


Noble E. C. Cole, of Yaarab Temple i 
Atlanta, died on May 28th in Gattersyile, 
Georgia. A wife and three children survive, 
He was an owner of the Coca Cola business 
in his home town and was past president of 
the Georgia Bottlers Association and had 
been an officer of the national body. 

* * 

Noble John Martin, of Islam i 
San Francisco, chairman of the eae ee 
Midcontinent Utilities Corporation and a for- 
mer president of the Pacific Gas and Electric 
Company, died in San Francisco on May 
23rd. He was called “father of hydro-elec- 


tric development in California.” He was in 
56 


his 70th year. Four sons and a daughter sur- 
vive. 

- * * ok 

Noble James M. Henry, city building com- 
missioner of Fort Wayne, Indiana, died on 
May 24th at the age of 72, survived by three 
sisters and a daughter. He was a Past Poten- 
tate of Mizpah Temple. He built the court 
houses in Greenfield, Indiana and Hillsdale, 
Michigan. 

* cd we 

Noble William Airheart, Moslem Temple, 
Detroit, died there after an illness of two 
years. 

He was a 33° Mason and also a member 
of the Knights Templar. In 1913 he was 
thrice potent master of the Detroit-Carson 
Grand Lodge of Perfection. He was born 
in Roanoke, Va., in 1871 and was educated 
in the Virginia Military Institute. He went 
to Detroit in 1906 and for several years was 
manager of the Underwood Typewriter Com- 
pany there. He was a special representative 
of the Berry Bros. Inc. ‘at the time of his 
death. His wife and a son, John, survive. 


WITH A PERSONAL TINGE 


Noble James A. Rich, than whom there 
are very few Nobles with an earlier mem- 
bership in Shrinedom, is a_ patriarch of 
Mecca Temple, the oldest in the Order. 
Noble Rich, who is 83 years old, now lives 
in Florida. (Photograph page 42) 

* 


Noble Edward C. Widman is chief clerk 
of the city engineer’s office in Rochester, 
N. Y. He is a Representative of Damascus 
Temple to the Imperial Council and never 
misses a convention. At the one in Atlantic 
City last year he played the Chinese bells, 
and another evidence of his affinity for 
things Oriental is his picture on page 58. 

* * * 

General C. H. M. Agramonte is 97 years 
old and the oldest Shriner in the world. He 
is Orator of Anezech Temple in Mexico City, 
and officiated as such at the Ceremonial 
only a few weeks ago. He is a prominent 
lawyer, known throughout the Republic of 






€The Mo Pac Melody Makers (The Sing- 
ing Engineers’' )—Algafar's famous quartet, 
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Mexico for his civil activities, now that 
his days of military renown are over, The 
General is a firm believer in the dictum 
that “peace hath its victories no less pro- 
found than those of war.” 

Serenity of disposition and a_ willingness 
to live and let live constitute the keynote 
of Noble Agramonte’s point of view, doubt- 
less accounting for his longevity. 

The photograph of this distinguished 
leader of the Nobility was taken in his 
private garden in Mexico City, beside one 
of his Aztec relics. (See page 42) 

* * * 


Lieutenant Governor William G. Pickrel of 
Ohio and Representative Martin Davey -of 
the same state, both Nobles, led a delegation 
of 500 members of the Grotto, most of whom 
were Shriners, to the Grotto supreme council 
sessions in Richmond, Va. On the way they 
stopped off in Washington and were received 
by President Coolidge. 

* * * 

Noble Charles S. Downing won the LuLu 
Temple golf championship in a field of 175 
entrants. He made the round in 75 on the 
course of the LuLu Temple Country Club 
at Glenside. The match was sponsored by 
Noble L, E, Adams, president of the Club, 
and inasmuch as it was open to all Nobles in 
the Order Noble Downing is now being 
hailed as “champion golfer of the Mystic 
Shrine of North America.” 

* * * 


Noble William Nat Friend of Aahmes Tem- 
ple has been appointed Postmaster of Oak- 
land, California, by President Coolidge. Wil- 
liam Hovey Friend, his father, held the same 
post under McKinley, Noble Friend is both 
clergyman and lawyer, 

o * * 

Hon. James A. Hamilton, Industrial Com- 
missioner of New York State, and a promi- 
nent member of Mecca Temple, represented 
his state at the recent annual convention of 
the Association of Governmental Labor Offi- 
cials of the United States and Canada, held 
in New Orleans. He delivered an address on 
the subject of “Commission versus Court Pro- 
cedure in Compensation Settlements.” On 
the way back he stopped off in Jackson, Mis- 
sissippi, where he found Wahabi Temple giv- 
ing a big Ceremonial party, which he was 
warmly invited to join. 


[Shrine News Continued on page 58) 
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In one case of allergy the patient had no 
other symptom except a pronounced rash 
breaking out all over the body. It took 
considerable patience and’ deductive reason- 
ing on the part of the physician to discover 
that this rash always followed the licking 
of his patient’s hands or-face.by a pet dog. 
Mice in the house are’ a not uncommon 
cause of symptoms of allergy. 

One entire rural family was subject to 
asthma, which they naturally attributed to 
inheritance from their parents or grand- 
parents, who had also been asthmatic. Us- 
ing the Sherlock Holmes method a bright 
country doctor discovered that these at- 
tacks always came on in the evening, after 
the “men folks” had been working the 
horses all day. They brought in enough 
horse dandruff on their garments to infect 
the whole family. As they had to earn the 
family living by farming, the only possible 
cure in that case was immunization by 
means of an extract derived from the curry- 
ings of the horse. 


In innumerable cases the chamois skin | 


used by women tv apply rouge or powder 
has Proved to be the guilty party in 
similar attacks. 

A curious case which called for all the 
deductive analysis which the greatest de- 
tective in fiction ever applied to the solu- 
tion of a murder mystery was that of a 
man who reacted to no test which his phy- 
sician could devise, but whose attacks were 
relieved on one occasion when he went out 
into the Maine woods for a fishing trip. 
He had no symptoms after the first two or 
three days out, but they returned as soon 
as he got back to town. Close questioning 
for several days failed to reveal any change 
in his feeding or other habits while in the 
woods, until he happened to mention to the 
Physician that he had lost his handbag with 
all of his toilet articles in it, out of a canoe. 

You bought. new ones, of course?” asked 
the doctor. 

‘No, there wasn’t any place to get any, 
so I borrowed a comb from one of the 
sana sen and umbrovied a toothbrush by 

wing the end o ig i 
ae a spruce twig into a 

“Come in and see me day after tomor- 
tow,” said the doctor. He had the labora- 
tory obtain some hog bristles and make a 
test extract of them, to which the patient 
reacted violently, 


“Throw your new toothbrush away and 


see what happens,” the physician instructed. 


the patient. The attacks ceased, and a 
special sort of toothbrush made of fiber 
instead of bristles now adorns the former 
asthma victim’s bathroom shelf. 

One girl of my acquaintance suffered 
severely for several years from mild symp- 
toms of asthma which, after careful ques- 
tioning, her doctor discovered always fol- 
lowed a party or entertainment to which 
she had gone in company with certain young 
men. When she went with certain escorts 
no trouble followed, but when she went 
with others, whom she named, she always 
had these attacks, coming on two or three 
hours after she had got home. 

The doctor asked her for two or three 
days in which to study such data as she 
was able to furnish him. He telephoned to 
each of the ‘six or seven young men she had 
named, asking them each the same question 
and checking their replies with the in- 
formation the girl had given him. When 
she called again he was ready for her. 

There is just one thing for you to do,” 
he told her. “Pick your man and don’t 
89 out with anybody else. If he is one of 
these four,” he went on, naming them, 
you do not need to ask him to make any 
change in his habits. But if the man of 
your choice is one [Continued on. page 59) 
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(SHRINE NEWS (continued from page 56] 


Noble Harry C. Anderson of Murat Tem- 
ple in Indianapolis has been elected Grand 
Commander of the Indiana Consistory of the 
Scottish Rite. For eighteen years he was on 
the Arab Patrol and secretary of it for three. 
He was in the Scottish Rite class of 1905 of 
which Vice-President Charles Warren Fair- 
banks was president. 

* a * 

Noble David J. Jones, superintendent of 
schools in Eugene, Oregon, has been appointed 
professor of history at Intermountain Col- 
lege, in Helena, Montana. In 1910 he won 
the international solo contest in Brussels. 

* * * 

Noble W. W. Ellison has been appointed 
San Antonio manager of the National Bread 
Company, manufacturers of Holsum bread, 
with stores in 20 cities. 

* * * 

Noble James W. Barber, Recorder of Syria 
Temple, Pittsburgh, has been re-elected trea- 
surer of the Western Pennsylvania Golf Asso- 
ciation. He represents the Chartiers Heights 
Country Club, and has been treasurer of the 
Association for 17 years. The organization 
is made up of 53 clubs. 

* * * 

Just think of being so eager to cross the 
hot sands as to leave a nice oasis in an 
airplane and literally fly to the putting of 
the Moslem test. Nobles Earl Longstreth 
and John Warren Guy did just that re- 
cently, winging from Turlock, Cal., to Oak- 
land, where they were duly initiated by 
Aahmes Temple. Then they flew home. 
In the picture, page 50, left to right: 
Bob Abernethy, Recorder of Aahmes, Mr. 
Longstreth, Mr. Guy, Noble Herman 
Engelhardt, the Temple’s out of town chair- 
man. In the plane is the pilot, Lon Foote. 

* * * 

Noble Arthur G, Cohee, of Kismet Temple, 
Brooklyn, is sales manager -of the metropol- 
itan sales division of E. R. Squibb & Sons. 
It comprises the boroughs of Manhattan, 
Kings, Queens and Bronx, and the counties 
of Westchester, Suffolk and Nassau. Mr. 
Cohee, who has been seventeen years with 
Squibbs, serves in the Kismet Patrol. For 
four years he was president of the Long 
Island Drug Salesmen. 

* * * 

George I. Fullerton, one of the well 
known attorneys of Florida, and an ex- 
tensive citrus grower, is President of the 
New Smyrna Shrine Club for 1928. Noble 
Fullerton is also the State Treasurer for the 
Affiliated Exchange Clubs of Florida, Past 
Master of the New Smyrna Blue Lodge 
York and Scottish Rite Mason and a life 
member of Morocco Temple; also a mem- 
ber of the board of directors of the New 
Smyrna Chamber of Commerce and a mem- 
ber of the New Smyrna Vacht Club. 


* * * 
Dr. H. E. Sharrer, Past Potenta 
te of 
Temple, Hammond, ‘Ind, president and oa 


eral manager of the Northern States Life 


Noble George I. Ful- 
lerton, President 0 
New Smyrna Cite 

Shrine Club. 





Insurance Company, has seen to it that 
many a good boy shall rise up and _ call 
him blessed. He has organized “The Knot 
Hole Club” in Hammond and Calumet City, 
Ill. Its honors, emoluments and high privi- 
leges boil down to only one perquisite. 

But, oh boy, what a perquisite! Nothing 
less than free tickets to the baseball game 
—than which there is no greater balm in 
all boydom’s Gilead. 

But not so fast, my young hearties, as 
ye hasten away from the knot hole in the 
fence. To get this Annie Oakley to all 
games played in Hammond by the LaVendor 
ball club, a member of the City League of 
Chicago and vicinity, you must be recom- 
mended by your school teacher by virtue of 
good conduct and diligence in studies. And 
no sudden-belief-in-Santa-Claus-just-before- 
Christmas-pose, mind you. Before the 
coveted certificate is issued a boy’s record 
must be satisfactory for several weeks. 

Well, there must be a lot of good boys 
in those two towns, inasmuch as_ nearly 
6,000 have qualified for membership, and 
now the club has its own reserved stands 
at the Hammond bali grounds, 

* a * 


From Norway to Pasadena, California, 
via Honolulu, and from a seafaring life to 
running a department store as a landlubber 
is the record of Noble H. T. Sundbye. He 
is vice-president and_ general manager of 
Meyer’s Department Store. 

* Gees 

Noble Fred W. McIntosh, widely known 
Shriner, Western Agency Supervisor for the 
Monarch Accident and Life Insurance Com- 
pany, has returned to Des Moines from a 
Western trip, in the course of which he 
found enough Iowans in California to run 
the entire State. He was a guest of the 
Los Angeles Shrine Luncheon Club and 100 
of the 1200 Nobles present were former 
Iowans. Fred said he saw 100,000 ex-Iowans 
at the Iowa annual picnic in Southern 
California. 

Boers 

Noble Harry T. Ellis, of LuLu, Phila- 
delphia, recently was the guest of honor at 
a dinner to celebrate his 50 years of service 
with the B. F. Dewees Store, of which he 
is general manager. 

eles 

Noble Robert D. Williams, a Representa- 
tive of Mecca Temple in the Imperial Coun- 
cil, who also is Deputy of the Order of De- 
Molay in New York State, recently delivered 
an address at Columbia University, where 
he assured the assembled members of the 
Order, students from many States, that he 
would recommend approval of the Columbia 
University DeMolay Club which they expect 
to join, under the direction of DeMolay 
J. E. Jones of White Plains, New York. 

* 


Noble A. G. Ising, of Pyramid Temple, 
Bridgeport, Conn., lives in Danbury. He 
has been Secretary of Eureka Chapter No. 
23 of the Royal Arch for 22 years. He is 
also a Scottish Rite and Knight Templar. 
He was City Clerk and Town Clerk in Dan- 
bury for nine years and Postmaster, first 
class, for eleven years. He has been City 
Assessor and Town Assessor since 1921, His 
war service was in the Army Ordnance 
Department for the years 1918-1920, (See 
photograph page 44) 

% ake 3% 

Noble J. E. Sandmyer is a veteran 
Shriner and lives in Newark, New Jersey. 
A red letter day in Masonry to him was 
that on which he and his father-in-law, W. 
S. Mather of Newark, raised his sons, W. E. 
and J. E, Sandmyer, to the sublime degree 
of Master Mason in Northern Lodge of 
Newark. He 35 4 Pioneer in the steel 
construction business and js still active. 
(Photograph page 50) 





CNoble Edward C. Widman of Damascus 
is chief clerk in the City Engineer's Office 
of Rochester. This photograph was 
taken at an Imperial Council Session. 


SHRINE CLUBS 

Saying it with bull is generally done vica- 
riously, but the Marianna (Fla.) Shrine Club 
actually produced the bovine to speak for 
himself, at the recent Ceremonial held there 
by Morocco Temple, of Jacksonville. The 
Nobles and their pint size Shrinerettes made 
a great hit in the parade. (Photograph 
page 50) 

* * * 

Noble Robert A. Totty is president of the 
Petersburg (Va.) Shrine Slub. Other officers 
are: Wm. Koenig, first vice-president; W. 
F, Harris, second vice-president; Charles 
N. Romaine, secretary-treasurer; W. V. 
Robinson, sergeant-at-arms. Directors—Dr. 
H. R. Boyd, Dr. William A. Reese, C. 
Bernard Smith, Charles King and F, B. 
Nathan. * * * 

Nobles around Oswego, N. Y., have_or- 
ganized the Oswego County Shrine Club, 
most of the members hailing from Media 
Temple, Watertown. 

* a ca 

Ismailia Temple has clubs in extreme 
western counties of New York from Lake 
Ontario to the Pennsylvania line. Some 
have unique features, such as the one at 
Silver Creek, which has officials with such 
bizarre titles as Sheik of the Tribe, Keeper 
of the Branding Irons, Imperial Bench 
Greaser, Knight of Plez-ur, Knight of Phun. 

The Lockport Shrine Club, although only 
about a year old, has 76 members and has 
been very active with business meetings, 
banquets and dances, due largely to Noble 
Art Leard and his talented syncopators. 

There are 94 members in the Club at 
Tonawanda. Its outstanding activity gen- 
erally is its big annual ball. 

The Gowanda Club has a ritual of its 


[Shrine News Continued, on page 62) 
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of these other three, tell him you won't go 
out with him again until he gets rid of that 
coonskin coat.” 

As it turned out, the doctor’s advice 
brought the girl to a decision over which 
she had been hesitating and shortly there- 
after one of the seven young men surprised 
his friends by announcing his engagement 
and offering his coonskin coat at a bargain. 


It is the experience so far that the major- 
ity of cases of asthma can be entirely re- 
lieved and the symptoms greatly ameliorated 
in the rest. The preferential method, when 
possible, is to get rid of the offending ex- 
citing cause. A change of environment, as 
some of the cases I have described indicate, 
is the next preferential method of treatment. 

Desensitization takes a much longer time 
in.asthma than it does in hay fever. In the 
case of hay fever it is quite simple. Almost 
every vegetable pollen will affect one sensi- 
tive person or another. Only the skin tests, 
however, can tell accurately what particular 
pollen is the cause in any particular case. 

An annual desensitization usually keeps 
the individual immune in these cases due to 
inhaled pollens. Desensitization when the 
trouble arises from food taken into the 
stomach is a much slower process. But cure 
or relief is possible today in almost every 
case of either hay fever or asthma. 

So the next time you feel that attack of 
hay fever coming on, or wake up in the 
night feeling as if you were going to choke 
to death, don’t start for New Mexico or 
Bermuda, but go to your doctor, tell him 
you want to find out what it is that is 
giving you all this trouble, and if he doesn’t 
know—which is true of many physicians 
who have not kept up-to-date with the new 
things in medicine—tell him to ask his 
County Medical Society or the American 
Medical Association for references to the 
latest authorities on allergy. 


SSS 


2”WHAT PRICE VERACITY 
[Continued from page 23] 


He turned and shouted “Won’t ya?” to his 
principal. : 

Obviously, the time had come for a posi- 
tive affirmation. Though still somewhat 
&roggy from overeating, Joe rose and de- 
livered. ‘“Cert’n’y! I'll do better’n that. 
See this here gun?” He carried Betsy with 
him as he advanced toward the disputants. 
“See me hand it over to him?” He gave 
the gun into the cook’s keeping. “I don’t 
need it, see? All I want is to just get kind 
of into condition an’ when I meet the feller 
I mean, why just to put my han’ on him!” 

Here Mr. Ross spoke up to say “Phoo!” 

“Im and me’ll mutiny on you. We'll 
tyke the worth of it in matches, that’s wot, 
an’ we'll burn everythink down to the water 
line. Chew on that you——” The cook 
interrupted himself by slamming shut the 
upper half of the door. 

Later the cook defined his purpose to Joe 
Hatch, and at the same time made an 
examination of the raw material offered. 
He had Joe stand while he felt and prodded 
and thumped over him. Cooks weren't 
just like ordinary men, he explained, not 
real cooks, that was. Give him a proper 
hearty man with the run of some decent 
stores to cook, and he could turn out nearly 
any sort of bloke you wanted. 

Thus approved as to his armature and 
appetite, Joe Hatch had but to retain his 
native love of food to become plastic clay 
in the cook-sculptor’s hands. That he did 
so requires no saying. And outside the 
sphere of his men- [Continued on page 60] 
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tor’s interests, as Mr. Ross’ hired man, in 
balder terms, he made a fairly creditable 
showing. He was mindful of the cook’s 
injunction not to overtrain, but by a series of 
devices he achieved an appearance of brisk 
energy in his labors that impressed his boss 
if it did not quite convince him. 

Left to himself, Joe was not nearly so 
apt to set up a record. But he could invent 
excuses that were new if not disarming, so 
that Ross had always some fuel at hand 
wherewith to stoke his exasperation, kept 
alive by the memory of the strap trick. 

Not till Athabasca Red and: his four-bull 
team passed, outbound for Edson and a 
load of freight, was anything resembling an 
idea vouchsafed to Mr. Ross. Although at 
the time, it seemed to him to be only one 
of the misfortunes of an unfair fate. For in 
passing, Athabasca Red had peevishly torn 
most of the shirt off Alexander Ross when, 
in Red’s opinion, there had been unwar- 
anced delay in getting the ferry across to 

‘im. 

“Reached down fra’ his seat and snatched 
me,” Mr. Ross explained to Joe rather 
than allow the cook to tell it. “I’d no 
mind to gie th’ great bully his pleasure in 
spankin’ me, ye see; I eluded him!” 

“Mean to say you let him get away?” 


Joe gasped. “Without even bouncin’ a few 
rocks on him?” 


Ai cook nodded his approval. Mr. Ross 
had been squinting his eyes and letting an 
idea get born in his head. Now he said 
“Phoo” and went to renew his shirt. Atha- 
basca Red and his four draft bulls continued 
their deliberate way toward Edson, and 
everything was as before save that Mr. Ross 
was out one shirt, second-hand, and was in 
one cunning scheme. 

Regardless of any other disappointment 
he may have been to his parents, Athabasca 
Red was surely a satisfactory quantity of 
offspring. As a man he occupied approxi- 
mately the same space and outline as a 
shipping box. 

Red, who affected vast quantities of 
whiskers and hair of a bright vermilion hue, 
was by way of being the old bad boy of 
the Edson trail. His special cussedness was 
hogging the road. Let him but meet some 
distraught and anxious homesteader along 
the narrow, overhung reaches of that trail 
and Red would order him out of the way 
and illuminate the command with a burst 
01 profane expletives long since worn barren 
by mere repetition. Failing to make an 
impression by this, Red would haul down 
an underweight and pitch him incontinently 
into the adjacent scenery, Or, reaching a 
stopping-house at eventide, invariably late 
by see OF his low-geared bulls, Red loved 
© drop his traces at the exaci 
likely to block all traffic. — 

Thus Athabasca Red, enroute to Edson 
and return, a loud-mouthed, overbearing 
buffalo, always a nuisance, frequently an 
outrage and, in the way of his liquor, poten- 
tially a menace. Thus Joe Hatch, amiably 
engaged in training for a gladiatorial com- 
bat and innocently believing that it would 
never come off. And Alexander Ross who 
was surely no fighting man at all, plotted 
to make two of his creditors pay each other 
in his stead. Whoever lost, Mr. Ross would 
win—an agreeable situation, truly, 

His plan matured at last. From the east 
end stage driver he learned that Athabasca 
Red was a bare two hours out and was, more- 
over, liquored up for bear. Wherefore, Mr. 
Ross sought out the gloomy depths of his 
cavernous log stable and smiled a whole smile 
to himself. Later, he had to do it again, for 
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behold, the young Miss Bradley lately of the 
Kleskun Hills, arrived together with her pa, 
and stopped for the night at Mr. Ross’ hos- 
telry. This, he felt, was well nigh perfect. 
With the gurrl there to rouse his boastin’ 
spirit, there would be no question of Joe’s 
keeping up his end. 

It was the cook, blind partisan to Joe 
Hatch’s cause, that served unwittingly to 
betray him. The cook’s idea, it was, to 
have the Bradley girl and her pa mess in 
the kitchen with him and Joe, seeing Joe 
knew her enough to start chinning the min- 
ute she arrived. 

The kitchen foursome was a clean suc- 
cess. The cook talked in'a moving way of 
nearly everything, and Bradley pére filled 
in with appropriate exclamations. Bradley 
fille made pert rejoinders to all remarks and 
Joe grinned and rubbered at her hair and 
eyes. Mr. Ross hovered beyond the half- 
door leading to the dining-room and calcu- 
lated his time in minutes. 

“What you been doin’ this summer?” Joe 
asked her. 

“What do you suppose? Shearing sheep? 
I’ve been keepin’ house for pa.” 

“Like it up here?” 

“What is there to like?” 

The cook here broke in. “How wide 
were ’e, Joe, this blighter you lookin’ fer?” 

“Wide as this table!” Joe answered ab- 
sently. The girl certainly looked better 
than he thought she did, Joe told himself. 
He was a -derned fool that he hadn’t went 
up there to— 

“Wide as this table,” the cook relayed to 
Mr. Bradley. “And thick! Joe, how 
thick were ’e?” 

“Thick as a trunk!” He wished to gosh 
he had gone up to see her; maybe she 
wouldn’t be goin’ outside now if he had. 

“Blime! Thick as a trunk!” The con- 
versation was already quite complicated, but 
here Mr. Ross spoke. “A smoothed-faced, 
darkish man, I mind ye said,” 

The cook heard the suggestion made by 
Mr. Ross and he opposed it on principle. 
aA it weren't! Hey, Joe, wot color 

air P” 
A “Red!” Joe blurted out. He was look- 
ing at the Bradley girl and his tongue had 
been discharged by accident, 

“An’ slick-shaved, Joe?” the cook per- 
sisted. 

Mr. Hatch was under some confusion; a 
denial might go better. “No! He had 
bushy whiskers, last I seen of him.” 

“There, you!” the cook submitted to Mr. 
Ross. “A bloke wiv bushy red whiskers. 
Chew on ‘at! An’ when Joey lays ‘is ’ands 
on ’im,” the cook resumed to Mr, Bradley, 
“why then is where my feedin’ comes in, 
see? ’E’ll tear ‘im—eh, Joe! Jist only 
yer ’ands, ain’t it?” 

“That’s all! Just lay my han’ on him,” 
Joe volunteered. “Ain’t you comin’ back 
in with yer pa” 

“Me? What would I come back—” 

Loudly, from Mr. Ross at the doorway: 
“Yon’s_ a_pairfect description of th’ Atha- 
basca Red! Big an’ thick, wi? red whiskers 
an’ hair. Ye have to look no further for 
yer man!” 

The cook was first to catch the smell of 
treachery. He rose from his seat. “Nah, 
then—!” 

“Whust!” commanded Mr, Ross and 
raised his hand imperatively, 

In the straining silence they could hear, 
outside, the noise of a bell; a cow-bell that 
sounded plainer with the slow rhythmic jangle 
of its approach. Somebody was pulling in. 
Mr. Ross seized the oe moment. “Mind 

e, it’s part of yer regular duty,” he pro- 
Houiiced upon Joe Hatch, “to be out an’ 
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see there’s no stoppin’ midst the trail!” 

The Bradley ‘girl squeaked, “Oh. that 
must be Red now!” They were ail im- 
pelled to gaze in dreadful fascination at Joe 
Hatch. Mr. Ross alone excepted. He ap- 
peared to be holding his face in readiness 
for sardonic laughter. Joe Hatch was the 
least perturbed among them. 

He stepped boldly into the night. 

Athabasca Red lost no time in bringing 
matters to an issue. He saw the lighted 
lantern in the trail ahead of him and drove 
toward it until his bulls halted in uncer- 
tainty. 

“Pull out to th’ right before you un- 
hitch,” Joe instructed. Red’s bellowed 
reply was largely unintelligible, but it con- 
veyed, substantially, that he would stop 
there or wherever he so-and-so pleased. -He 
roared mightily at his lead team and 
banged down with his whip. Now bulls are 
noble draft animals, for slow-motion time; 
they have patience and many _ other 
splendid qualities, no doubt. But no bull 
is fitted by temperament for the job Red 
undertook with his. As he got the range 
with his whip and began to. raise long 
strips of hair, the lead pair waggled their 
heads nervously and came on till the whites 
of their eyes glistened in the light. 

But Joe Hatch was conversant with his 
beef—on the hoof or on the table. He 
stepped suddenly forward and whirled his 
light under the lead pair’s noses. They 
promptly responded by flagging their tails 
straight into the air, uttering a concerted 
“Woosh!” and taking to the woods in de- 
moralized flight. With them, amid the 
snapping of cloven hoofs, the frantic rattle 
of cow-bell and trace chains, and loud dis- 
tracted cries of “Whoa!” went the pole 
team, Athabasca Red and his loaded sleigh, 
in the order named. 


They progressed in a plunging canter - 


through the perilous forest depths till they 
found two trees that grew much too close 
together to admit of the sleigh-rack’s passing. 
There the flight ended abruptly in a splinter- 
ing, crashing burst of sound. 

“At’s dockin’ ’em!” shouted the cook 
from his kitchen door. And to Alexander 
Ross, framed in the light just beyond he 
added, “’Ow’s ’at, you blawsted keg of 
tripe?” They all had witnessed it, the 
cook and the Bradleys from the kitchen 
door, and Mr, Ross and the stage driver 
along with sundry others, from the dining- 
room. ‘They shouted to each other that it 
was fine but—Joe Hatch turned thought- 
ful and proceeded to the stable just op- 
posite. He let himself into the central sec- 
tion, closing the door behind him. To the 
others, it appeared simply that he meant to 
complete his duties by putting hay in the 
mangers for Red’s bulls. “’E’s cool!” the 
cook expressed it. 


Jor HATCH was far from cool, however, 
though there was in truth a damp and 
chillish perspiration rising on his neck. His 
heart thumped loudly in his chest, and a 
fluttering frying noise was filling his ears. 
What, he asked himself, had he done now? 
How in the name of mud had this thing 
started? It was fair enough telling a man 
to pull off the road before he stopped, but 
stampeding him into a wreck was different. 

It was not difficult for Joe to determine 
the immediate cause of his calamity. If that 
infernal Ross hadn’t tricked him into saying 
what he said— Ifs broke out all over Joe, 
each one pointing his memory to its prede- 
cessor. And so he was presently back to 
the previous spring, swearing his swears of 
abstinence and [Continued on page 61] 
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truth in a penitence born of misery. And 
hunger! Then promptly he had begun to 
lie again at the .slightest opportunity. It 
didn’t look like he would ever learn sense, 
Joe thought. Trouble was, he run off at 
the mouth so big, people itched to see him 
in a jam. They would be waiting now for 
this Red to find him and beat his lights out. 

This central portion of the stable was a 
space devoted to the storage of fodder and 
feed, along with such extra tools and 
vehicles as Mr. Ross possessed. Directly in 
front of Joe stood a heavy wagon, de- 
signed for freight duty and mistakenly 
brought this far from solid roads by some 
homesteader. It stood facing Joe and the 
door with its heavy iron-tipped pole held 
in the air by a slender length of board that 
was propped well back under it. Joe peered 
beyond and saw his pitchfork leaning against 
the tail-board. He might as well— 

“Hey!” growled a thick voice in Joe 
Hatch’s ear, and a heavy hand was laid 
upon his shoulder. It was Athabasca Red 
who, finding himself irreparably insulted by 
the wreck of his sleigh and four, had come 
seeking a certain bull-scaring young squirt 
with thought of taking him apart and feed- 
ing the fragments to his bulls. But Joe 
Hatch was no longer there. 

It is not suggested that Joe fled. He 
merely left the spot in a headlong, standing 
dive straight under the front axle of the 
wagon. Nor did he pause, hesitate or 
trouble himself with obstructions until he 
had scrambled the wagon’s length on hands 
and knees and emerged at the other end 
with the pitchfork in his grasp. Then he 
stood up and looked about him. The 
lantern threw its yellowish glare on roof 
and walls and on the long sad faces of 
horses fronting on either side, incuriously 
grinding hay between their molars. But 
there was no Athabasca Red. 

Indeed, but for hearing a faint mumbled 
moan that sounded from in front of the 
wagon, Joe might have thought himself the 
victim of a false alarm. He approached 
cautiously, looking for particulars, Atha- 
basca Red was still there, beyond a doubt, 
but not the Red of old. This one squatted 
bonelessly on the floor with tentacles spread 
out in all directions, much in the manner of 
a weary octopus. And, still resting firmly 
on top of his skull, was the iron-nibbed 
pole of the wagon. 

The explanation involves no_ subtleties. 
In his impulsive dive, Joe Hatch had struck 
the prop supporting the upraised pole. 
This prop had carried away and the law of 
gravitation was thereupon rigidly enforced; 
the elevated end of the pole descended with 
considerable violence, contacted the highest 
point of Athabasca Red and telescoped him. 

Joe Hatch perceived all this at once. 
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added his signature with a flourish, handed 
it to the Police Commissioner. 

“By the way, Fenwick,” said Armstrong, 
as he folded the precious piece of paper and 
put it in his pocket. “You don’t seem to 
know your visitor very well. What had you 
to do with him?” 

“T got in touch with him through an ad- 
vertisement he put in the newspaper. I came 
into a few thousands a little while back and 
wanted to invest it. This Mr. Manwaring 
had an option on a just discovered gold-mine 
that needed capital for development. He was 
coming to explain the details personally to 
me—he wouldn’t trust to writing them. Bad 
luck for me!” added the doctor, ruefully. 
“The whole thing was a dead secret—and 
now no one will ever know.” 

“Now no one will ever know,” agreed Arm- 
strong in a solemn voice. ‘Well, well, better 


them stood on the veranda listening to the 


And from -having been first Joe Hatch, then 
a species of rodent, and then a devout and 
thankful soul, completed the cycle and be- 
came Joe Hatch again. He propped _ the 
wagon-pole aloft and, reassured by Red’s 
dull groans, spread him out on the floor 
in a neutral corner. Then he stepped out- 
side, leaving the lantern behind him. At 
the door of the dining-room he paused to 
regard Mr. Ross standing in the awed group 
there. 

“You'd better go over an’ tend to him.” 

Five of them conveyed the still uncon- 
scious Red to the dining-room and arranged 
him for examination. The absence of tell- 
tale marks puzzled them. 

“Ere!” cried -the cook again. “’Ere’s a 
a lump on top ’s ’ead! Less’n he were 
peaked that way beforehand, ’at’s where ’e 
was ’it.” Hit on the top of his head? The 
stage driver doubted this theory. No man’s 
fist could raise even a bump on Red’s head. 
Not with his cap on. 2 

“I ‘av it, men! Know wot Joe done? 
’E simply trunned a flip-flop over backards 
an’ kicked the bloke under ’is chin wiv 
both feet. I’ve ’eard of it, but I never see 
it done till now. Struth!” 

The lump was on top of the head, the 
stage driver pointed out. i 

“Cert’n'ly,” agreed the cook. “Where 

else would it be? ’F ’is ’ead’s pushed in 
below, it’d bulge out on top! You don’t 
know nothink abaht fizogomy, ’at’s all!” 
- Red disposed of the argument by com- 
ing to. He sat up and asked to be told 
where he was at. That question was im- 
material; they wanted to know where he 
had been hit, and how? 

“How do I know where he hit me?” Red 
demanded irritably. “He hit me, didn’t 
he? Ain’t that enough? He was standin’ 
there and I said ‘Hey’ to him. Then he hit 
me. It was a-plenty!” ty 

Joe Hatch, in the kitchen, was holding 
his right hand in a basin of water. The 
red-haired Bradley girl sat by the table and 
regarded him, her blue eyes round with 
wonder. She had asked, “Does it hurt very 
much?” and after a considerable pause, Joe 
had said, “Not so very much.” z 

A subdued altercation of some kind had 
broken out in the dining-room with the 
cook and Alexander Ross involved. Quiet 
had been restored when the lower half of 
the door swung open and Mr. Ross entered 
his kitchen despite the irregularity of the 
hour. Behind him came the cook with the 
meat-axe_in his hand. ‘Ere, Joey, ole 
myte! Tyke th’ blinkin’ ’awf-crown ’e’s 
offerin’ you. ’E’s willin’!” 

Joe turned about to see. Mr. Ross 
proffering a silver half-dollar in his open 
hand. 

“Slip it in my pocket,” he ordered. 


luck next time, doctor, I suggest now, if 
you are quite satisfied everything is in order, 
that we get this rather unpleasant corpse 
shifted to an outhouse—and then that we all 
have a drink! By the Lord, I want one!” 

A quarter of an hour later, the four of 


departure of the doctor in his car, retrieved 
from Blundell’s garage, The night was now 
brilliantly clear and calm, An immense full 
moon floated in the sky, Through the lower 
mists, rising from the deluge that had fallen, 
came the noisy croaking of millions of frogs. 
It was singularly peaceful. 

Major Armstrong turned from his wife to 
Mrs. Blundell arm-embraced with her hus- 
band. 

“Well, dear lady,” he said. “It was a pretty 
bad storm while it lasted. Thank God, it’s 





all over—all serene again!” 
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DO YOU NEED 
A NEW TEMPLE 


—Or maybe you have a debt on 
your Temple that’s hard to pay. 


Ehler service in raising 
money—by outright gifts 
—for financing new Tem- 
ples and removing mort- 
gages has proven so suc- 
cessful that both the Shrine 
and Masonic Fraternities 
have come to know this 
service as the answer to 
most all their financial 
problems. 

If your Temple—or any 
other institution with 
which you are identified— 
needs. money—One Hun- 
dred Thousand Dollars or 
more—write us for an in- 
terview. Consultation and 
surveys without obligation 
or expense. 


The Herbert B. Ehler Company 


12 East Forty-First Street 
New York City 
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own written by Noble C. A. Potter. There 
are 126 members. 

The membership of the Salamanca Club 
is the same, 25 of whom are honorary. This 
club holds a clam bake every year for 
members and families, in October a harvest 
dance, and a charity ball in Christmas week. 

The Jamestown Club, reorganized last 
Autumn, has 175 members and is growing 
rapidly under the direction of the president, 
Dr. Walter G. Hayward. 

The Olean Club has 249 members. 
* * * 


At a recent meeting of the Caravan Club 
of Elf Khurafeh Temple, Saginaw, Mich., 
the members received first hand informa- 
tion on the Shrine Hospitals relief work 
among the little crippled children of the 
poor, when several former patients of a 
hospital appeared and showed them what 
they could do. The children, happy, with- 
out the least bashfulness, made their bow and 
then proceeded to demonstrate how well 
they could walk, run and jump. One little 
boy even stood on his hands to show how 
his little body had been benefited. The 
demonstration, which aroused great en- 
thusiasm, was planned by Noble William H. 
Foote, chairman of the Temple’s hospital 
committee, who gave a brief explanation 
of some of the details of the work. 
* + * 

Shriners of Birmingham, Alabama, where 
Zamora Temple is located, have perhaps 
one of the most active and progressive so- 
cial organizations in the realm of Shrine- 
dom. This organization, The Crescent Club, 
limits its membership to members of the 
Mystic Shrine, although it is not directly 
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morning?” Ellen hardened her heart. “Four 
o'clock?” she suggested, cheerfully. 

Mrs. Freeman started. That was right 
mean of Ellen. “Well—quarter to,” she 
admitted, adhering reluctantly to truth. 
“But, Nelly—he’d been drinking!” 

Ellen sighed. It was so difficult to ex- 
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plain—and she was so weary, so utterly 
weary, of explaining Andy, 

“You mustn’t worry,” she said. “Andy’d 
never drink too much. I know that. And 
everybody drinks, nowadays—cocktails and 
things.” 

Mrs. Freeman was stubborn. “Do you 
drink cocktails, Nelly Cook?” 

Ellen grinned. “Whenever Ma_ serves 
’em!” she retorted. 

They laughed in spite of themselves, and 
she beat a hasty retreat under cover of 
their laughter, before they realized what she 
was doing. Her smile faded rapidly. Darn 
Andy! Halfway up the block, she saw Har- 
riet Mayo and she turned quickly down a 
side street. It was another summer. “Why 
weren't you to the dance, Sat’day?” Harriet 
would have asked. As though they didn’t 
know why, every last one of them! She 
walked on with long strides, her throat 
choked with irritation. A quarter of a mile 
westward, the jagged outline of the break- 
water was gray against the blue sky; she 
headed doggedly for its solitude, 

In a hollow between two pointed granite 
blocks she sat down and stared moodily 
out at the sunny, harbor, 

“Oh, this is divine!” 

Instinctively, Ellen crouched lower at the 
sound of voices. 

“Tt is lovely!” That was Leila Kensing- 
ton’s voice, sweet and drawling. 

She could not see the two women, hut 
their momentary Silence told her that they 





had paused, to look out over the harbor. 
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connected with any temple. Any Shriner is 
eligible to membership if he is in good 
standing. 

The Crescent Club gives at lIeast two 
very enjoyable private dances each month. 
Special occasions and seasons are always ap- 
propriately observed; the Club’s annual 
New Year’s Eve ball is one of the city’s 
most popular and delightful celebrations, 
this being one of its few open affairs. The 
club also has dinner dances, theater parties, 
outings, and an occasional “stag.” 

The Club is often invited to participate in 
civic and municipal events. One of its 
most notable tasks was the sponsoring of 
social entertainments and benefit affairs for 
the United Confederate Veterans when they 
met in Birmingham in May, 1926. The 
committee on general arrangements selected 
The Crescent Club for this réle and later 
was most generous in praise. 

Visiting Nobles and their ladies are al- 
ways accorded a hearty welcome and Noble 
Fred F. Fulton, club secretary, may be 
found at 1917 Third avenue, North. 

On the club’s roster are the names of 
leading business and_ professional men. 
Membership is limited to 150, and a 
vacancy is rare. The officers are Robert S. 
Smith, president; Holland E, Cox, vice- 
president; Fred F. Fulton, — secretary- 
treasurer; Dr. Barney D. Sibley, chairman; 
James B. Coleman, and Dr. Thomas H. Wil- 
liams, associates, of the board of governors. 

* * * 


The Shrine Luncheon Club of Pittsburgh, 
meeting every Friday at noon in the Wil- 
liam Penn Hotel, gives lively programs, in- 
cluding at various times radio favorites, 
boxing, vaudeville, specialty dancers, and so 
on. 
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“T don’t wonder that you’re all so mad 
about this place, Leila! It is so quaint!” 
Ellen blinked rapidly. If there was one 
adjective which she detested above all others 
. . . the strange voice was continuing, softly. 
“Who's Betsy’s sheik?” 

“Andy Freeman, you mean. He owns the 
greenhouse here.” 

“Oh—a native?” The soft voice rose in 
surprise, 

“And how!” 

“He’s a handsome devil.” 

“Uh-huh.” Leila Kensington’s laugh 
drifted across the rocks and Ellen pressed 
her knuckles against a boulder, her cheeks 
burning hot with resentment. After all, this 
was her man whom they were discussing! 
A deeper rage than any she had ever before 
felt took possession of her. She was tired 
of this sort of thing. Tired of it! Too long 
she had sat back and let these summer 
women think what they liked about Andy. 
She had told herself that they didn’t matter. 
Well, they didn’t! But—her knuckles went 
white against the rock—they didn’t know 
that they didn’t matter! Mrs. Kensing- 
ton’s laughter eddied into speech. ‘Tom 
says that Andy’s fifty percent native Cape 
Codder and fifty percent sex-appeal!” 

It was too much! Andy might not have 
any pride, but she had! 

She wasn’t going to stand it, any more. 

Fifty percent Cape Codder—fifty percent 
sex appeal. All day, all night, the hateful 
phrase rankled in her head. The next morn- 
ing, at the store, it remained before her. She 
looked heavily at Muriel King when she 
appeared for her morning marketing. 

“This is Karl Flecker, Ellen. He'll take 
the things in the flivver—I’m going down 
the street.” 

Ellen nodded briefly and took out a pad. 

“This is a nice store.” 
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She looked up in surprise. Such-a shy, 
gentle voice! Her hostile eyes met shy, 
brown ones, set deep in a sensitive face. 
Karl Flecker was smiling at her, uncertainly, 
as a friendly child smiles. 

“Do you think so?” asked Ellen. 

“Yes.” The brown eyes moved about 
the shelves. “My father kept a store—out 
in Iowa. I used to work in it.” 

There was an unexpected, disarming qual- 
ity about him; her customary frigidity to- 
ward customers was melted before she knew 
it. 

“Ts this your first visit here?” she asked. 

He nodded. “And I’ve always wanted. to 
see Cape Cod. I’ve read about it so much. 
I’ve always been crazy about the ocean.” 

Ellen smiled. “Well, there’s a lot of it 
around here,” she said. Still smiling, she 
took the slip of paper from his hand and 
began filling the’ order briskly, while he 
watched her. 

“You're going to be in the theater, aren’t 
you?” she asked. 

“Yes. I’m going to be here all summer. 
Do you act up there?” 

“Me!” Ellen was completely startled. 
“Good land, no!” . 

Th should think you’d be awfully good,” 
he said. “You move about so nicely.” 

Ellen Cook dropped a loaf of bread; when 
she straightened up again, her cheeks were 
crimson. 

“What an idea!” She tucked the pur- 
chases in a box. “There you are! Can you 
carry it all right?” She crossed the store 
and held open the screen door for him. 
“Good-by.” 

“Good-by.” 

He smiled, looking back at her. Ellen 
hummed to herself as she stepped behind 
the counter. What a nice boy! 

Muriel King’ was bubbling with excitement 
when she burst into the store, at five o'clock. 

“Ellen!” she said. “You know how it 
always takes a stranger to see the thing 
that’s been right under your nose? Joe 
and I’ve been kicking ourselves ever since 
lunch when Karl sprang it on us.” She 
pean radiantly. “Look here, Ellen Cook 
—you're going to join the company!” 

“What!” demanded Ellen. ae 

The older woman“nodded. “Yes, Ma’am! 
Going to make a play-actress out of you, 
b’gosh!” Her small white hand with its 
burden of rings went up like a traffic of- 
ficer’s as Ellen started to protest. “Shut 
up, darling! Joe’s been wanting to put on 
a musical show for three summers, now, 
and the main thing that’s held us back has 
been the lack of a pretty girl who can 
really sing. You may not suspect it, but 
I’ve been to church here, and I know who’s 
responsible for that soprano in the choir!” 

Ellen was embarrassed. “Honestly, Mrs. 

King—” 
_ “Shut up!” The golden eyes were laugh- 
ing at her. “Your mother won’t object, 
because I’ve seen her. You're coming home 
with me for supper and—” 

“But—” She was going to the movies 
with Andy. At least, she had been going 
to go to the movies with Andy! 

Muriel King was as irresistible in her way 
as Andy Freeman in his, and she swept 
Ellen triumphantly before her. As she flung 
open the door of the sprawling Colonial 
house which for years had been the center 
of Dorset’s artistic set, a murmur of voices 
Tose almost deafeningly. ‘ 

Enter our prima donna—in Person!” an- 
nounced Muriel. 

Summer people! 

The group which invaded the King house- 
hold certainly did not inhabit Dorset in the 
winter, yet they were as different—and their 
contempt for those others was as deep as 
Ellen’s, and infinitely more picturesquely 
voiced. Summer people they were, yet she 
felt as much at ease With them as with any 
of her fellow townsmen, 
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THE 


SeOut of Season 


From the stage, Karl Flecker’s eyes were 
seeking hers. She looked up and smiled. 

“Got the script there, Ellen?” he called. 
“After Minna comes in, what do I say? 
And what do you think of that crack about 
exercising with a dumb-bell?” 

Joe King’s voice boomed from the rear 
of the theater. “Get on there, you two! 
Minna, how many times have I told you—” 

Ellen bent over her sewing. This was 
summer—summer!—and she had never en- 
joyed herself more in her life. 

Andy was to call for her at eleven; she 
glanced at her wrist-watch and shook her 
head. She wouldn’t be ready. And he 
would be annoyed. It was strange that 
Andy seemed so to resent her taking part 
in this play. He hadn’t said so; his very 
lack of comment, when she told him, had 
been condemnation enough. She looked up 
again at Minna and Karl. This show would 
never be in shape to open on July fourth, 
as they planned! Actors stumbled over 
their lines. Yet Joe didn’t seem worried 


“ 

Rony: Ellen?” He stood beside her 
and patted her shoulder as she. rose, obedi- 
ently. “Thank God for one acrobat who 
knows her lines, my dear !”” he said, in her ear, 

Muriel was at. the piano; it was Ellen’s 
song with Karl. _ 

“And I ask the moon—”. sang Ellen, in 
her clear soprano. 

“Ask mel” ‘came Karl’s voice, from the 
wings. 2 

“And I ask the stars—? 

“Ask mel?” ’ 

Joe’s voice traveled resonantly across the 
rows of empty benches. “Cut it a minute. 
Muriel. _Look here, Ellen, try that second 
chorus sitting on the bench. Karl, you go 
up and put your arm around her shoulders. 
Looky, Ellen, lean your head back and look 
up at the ceiling. But throw your voice 
forward. Ready, Muriel?” 

“And I ask the frees . . , swaying in the 
breeze—” Ellen’s head was tilted back; 
Karl’s hand was light on her shoulder. ; 

“Ask me!” 

“Then you might kiss her, Karl—oh, hello, 
Andy. Just sit down, will you?” : 
_ Ellen looked up. She knew a storm com- 
ing when she saw one, yet she found her- 
self surveying Andrew Freeman with an 
amazing, detachment. He slipped into a 
seat ane sat, his eyes som ~ 
ily tiet tute tee berly, smoulder. 

Ellen felt a deep calm when h 
Andy emerged into the summer night tee 
see = utd breeze from the harbor : 
a € lovely paraphernali son 
was about tiem: , pals eee 

“And I ask the stars—” 

Andy’s hands suddenly 


caught her arms: 
he spun her about fierce] si 2 ed 
Se ge he ly, so that they faced 


“Look here, Ellen Cook, I don’t like this!” 
“Don’t like what?” asked Ellen. ni 
‘4 Don’t like your hanging around with 
that gang!” he said. “They’re not your 


sort! Bohemians!” sai 
ately ns!” said Andy contemptu- 


She laughed. “7 like them,” she said. 


The moonlight was very bri 
‘ M g a y ght and Ellen. 
in a white skirt a veate ed like a 
el er whee and sweater, looked like a 
“To think of you before all 
y all those it 
—that ‘man? Zot, before all those people 
pee said Andy, and his voice 


she sang sweetly, 


“What man?” asked Ellen. 
understanding with Andy for s 


now she was going t 
liked! ene ee 


“What man!” he echoed, 


She had been 
© many years; 
obtuse as she 


furiously. 
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“That cake-eater with the funny face!” 

“Oh, Andy!” She was smiling at him. 
“Karl isn’t a cake-eater!” 

“TI suppose he’s crazy about you!” said 
Andy. “I suppose he makes love to’ you!” 

“Do you?” asked Ellen. 

He was angrily bewildered. “Do I what?” 

“Do you suppose that?” And_ then, 
abruptly, astonishingly, Ellen was no longer 
amused by this conversation. ‘I don’t see,” 
she said, “that it’s any business of yours 
what I do!” 

He stared at her. “What do you mean? 
We're going to be married, aren’t we?” 

“Are we?” asked Ellen. “Or have we just 
got into the habit of saying so?” 

“Why, Ellen!” He was distressed, in- 
coherent, become suddenly a full hundred 
percent Cape Codder. Then he smiled. The 
bewilderment faded and his blue eyes, hold- 
ing hers, became dancing, challenging stars 
in his tanned face. He laughed masterfully 
and put -out his arms to fold:her into them. 

If she had been less aware of his thoughts, 
less conscious of what he was about, Ellen 
would. have yielded’ to the thrill of his em- 
brace. But she had watched the whole pro- 
cess, Watched -his- baffled young distress 
turned aside before his confidence in him- 
self. He stood before her, the arrogant 
young male who had merely to kiss her to 
conquer her, 

“You know, Andy,” she heard her voice, 
clear and brittle in the moonlight, “in spite 
of this irresistible fascination of yours, ’m 
not so sure that I want to marry you!” 

_He drew back as though she had slapped 
him. “What’s the matter with you, Ellen 
Cook?” Then he thought he understood. 
“Nelly! Are you sore because I’ve taken 
Mrs. Burt places? Honestly—” 

“T’m not in the least sore,” she answered. 
“You're free to do anything you like. But 
so am J!” 

It was strange to see Andy like this, 
stripped of his confidence and laughter, 
“Let’s get married, Nelly,” he said, very low. 

It was stranger for him to know her, 
cruel. She laughed at him. “Why, Andy!” 
she mocked, “Aren’t you just a little—out 
of season? Labor Day isn’t for more’n a 
month, yet!” 

He looked at her, and then, without a 
word, he turned and strode off down the 
street, his shoulders hunched, and Ellen 
looked after him, aghast. 

The next day was different from any day 
she had ever known. She had quarreled 
with Andy. They had parted in anger, for 
the first time in their lives, They had 
parted with an utter lack of understanding. 
She went through the hours in a daze, In 
the evening, she walked mechanically to the 
theater. 

The rehearsal went on with the customary 
interruptions, and she watched it imperson- 
ally. 

Karl Flecker came down from the stage 
and sat beside her. “You're so grave to- 
night, Ellen.” 

“T was thinking,” she said, 

Joe King, harassed, perspiring, interrupted 
them. “Ellen, could you get off from the 
store tomorrow and drive up to Boston to 
do some shopping?” 

“Why, yes, I think so,” said Ellen, 

“Karl can drive you up—in the Grifonis’ 
car.” 

“All right,” said Ellen. 

Karl called for her in the morning, the 
rumble-seat of the Grifonis’ tan roadster 


propped open over @ pile of bundles and - 


suitcases. 
“We'll get to Boston by noon, if I step on 
it,” he told her. ‘“Muriel’s given me a long 


SHRINE MAGAZINE © 


list—she says you will understand it.” 

Ellen nodded, drawing on her gloves. The 
car moved through the morning traffic of 
Front street, turned the corner that led past 
the greenhouses. Ellen closed her eyes in 
actual pain as she saw that familiar emerald 
roadster drawn up before the gate. Betsy 
Burt was stepping out. She looked up curi- 
ously at them, and as Karl slowed the 
motor to round the curve, he leaned out 
and waved at her. 

“We're eloping!” he called, and then he 
smiled at Ellen. . 

The highway was smooth and straight; 
Ellen watched the numbers on the speed- 
ometer sliding past—fifty-five, sixty, sixty- 
five. 

“A little competition coming up,” he com- 
mented. 

Ellen followed his eyes to the mirror; 
far behind them, a car was straining forward. 

“This is a good bus of Grif’s,” said Karl. 
“We'll show ’em the error of their ways.” 

His foot clung to the accellerator and they 
shot ahead. 

There was exhilaration in the race; the 
speed of their progress relaxed the tension 
that had locked Ellen’s nerves. One couldn’t 
think at such a pace. 

The outskirts of a village sprawled before 
them; then they were in the center, a half- 
mile that bustled with the activities of a 
summer morning. Slower and moreslow .. . 
suddenly the pursuing roadster shot from 
behind them and skidded perilously across 
the path of a huge, crimson oil-truck. It 
stopped so abruptly before them that Karl’s 
frantic clutch.on the emergency brake came 
at the same moment that the metal bumper 
banged, resonantly, against the spare tire 
of the offending car. 

“Fool!” Karl was muttering, his face 
blanched and his mouth twitching, when out 
of the emerald greenness of the roadster 
leaped an angry man. 

“Where you going, Ellen Cook?” asked 
Andy, flinging open the. door of the car and 
grasping her wrist in a relentless clasp. 

Ellen stared at him. 

Beyond, emerging from the roadster, Betsy 
Burt, white-faced and shaken, with the 
tracks of tears pink on the pallor of her 
cheeks, stared. Karl, his color returned, 
stared, and then abruptly slipped from behind 
the wheel and crossed to Mrs. Burt’s side. 

Ellen looked at Andy. 

“Where you going?” he repeated. There 
was panic in his blue eyes. 

“T’m going to Boston,” said Ellen, “to do 
some shopping.” 

“You're not going off with that man?” 

“No,” said Ellen. 


Hs hold on her wrist relaxed slightly; 
his fingers curled about her hand. “Are 
you my girl, Ellen Cook?” 

“Ves,” said Ellen. 

His blue eyes held hers steadily. 

“Will you marry me tomorrow?” 

“Ves,” said Ellen. 

They smiled at one another, in complete 
understanding. 

“Wasn’t I a darn fool?” asked Andy. 

“Yes!” said Ellen. 

A moment longer, they looked into one 
another’s eyes. . 

“Well,” said Andy. “See you tonight, 
Nelly. So long.” 

“So long,” said Ellen. 

She leaned back, smiling mistily, and 
watched him, as he strode across to Karl 
and Mrs, Burt. She felt so sorry for all 
the other women in the world, the women 
whom Andrew Freeman did not love. 


















Now at last—through the elec- 
tric magic of Infra-red Rays— 
Science has found a startling way 
to grow new hair quickly. 

No matter how fast your hair 
is falling out, no matter how 
much of it is gone—this is our 
guarantee: Thisamazing newelec- 
trical discovery will end your 
dandruff, stop falling hair and 
grow thick, luxuriant new hair in 
4 weeks—or you pay nothing! 
You risk nothing. You are the 
judge—your own mirror will fur- 
nish the astounding evidence. 


Famous Surgeon’s Discovery 


All observant men have no- 
ticed that their beard grows 
faster in hot weather than in cold. 
What causes that? 

Simply this: Heat rays of a 
certain kind that stimulate and 
vitalize the hair-growing tissue. 


Two years ago a noted surgeon, 
seeking to bring back his own 
hair—applying all his scientific 
knowledge to the problem—made 
a remarkable discovery. It is the 
first time a scientific man of his 
standing has ever entered this 
field of helpfulness. 

He discovered a simple way in 
which to use life-giving invisible 
heat rays—known to all scien- 
tists—to restore health and nor- 
mal conditions to the scalp tissues 
and so RESTORE HAIR in all 


Guarantee 


New hair 


srown quickly 
or no pay— 


The amazing story of 


INFRA-RED RAYS 


but certain rare instances. It 
ended his own baldness. _ Today 
his hair is unusually thick and 
luxuriant. 


Called Dermo-Ray 


Because of his scientific. con- 
servatism and his standing in his 
profession, the discoverer of 
Dermo-Ray made no general 
announcement of his startling 
discovery. But, as the head of 
his own hospital, his own case 
records—with hundreds of men 
and women—proved scientific- 
ally, conclusively, that this new 
aight ile hair, Liens yoda 
ing else will—grows hair, 
dandruff, in NINE OUT OF 
TEN CASES. Now that the 
amazing power of Infra-red 
Rays is known to the_ entire 
scientific world—and DERMO- 
RAY has been proved to be one 
of the most startling scientific 
discoveries of recent years—now 
for the first time, has Dr. 
Theodore H. Larson permitted 
public announcement of his dis- 
covery to be made. 


Infra-red Rays Reach 


the Roots 


In nine out of ten so-called cases of 
baldness the hair roots are not dead. 
They are only dormant. But when you 
try to reach them with hair tonics, oils 
ssages and salves, you are oby usly 
ting both time and money. For you 
treat only the surface skin—never get 
to the roots. 
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Rough Diagram Suggesting: Left 
—the long-wave Infra-Red ra 
right — short-wave Ultra-Violet. 


Your own physician will tell you that 
the warm, soothing Infra-red Ray pen- 
etrates more deeply through human 
tissue than any other harmless heat-ray 
known to science. It reaches the hair 
root and electrically, almost magically, 
revitalizes it. Hair literally ‘‘sprouts 
asa result. 


Send No Money 


You can use DERMO-RAY in any 
home with electricity. The warm, sooth- 
ing, Infra-red Rays vitalize your scalp 
while you rest or read—a few minutes 
each day is all the time required. 

In four weeks you will be free forever 
from the social and business embarrass- 
ment of baldness—or you pay nothing. 

Complete facts about this astounding 
new scientific discovery, opinions of 
authorities, incontrovertible evidence, 
and details of special trial offer will be 
sent free, if you mail the coupon below. 
To forever end your scalp and hair 
troubles, act at once. Print your name 
and address plainly—and mail the cou- 
pon NOW. 
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